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BROTHER’S CANADIAN COWBOY FRIEND 


The name’s Maverick, and that’s exactly what | am. 


Many have tried to tame me and tie me down, but none ever 
will. No way. No how. Not now. Not ever. 


But when our three-man cattle penning team for the 
Calgary Stampede suddenly becomes two, we're hard up 
to find a qualified rider who can safely and competently pick 
out the correct yearling beef cattle from the herd... until my 
eyes pick out her. 


This younger woman is nothing like the herd of women 
who are trying to lasso me everywhere | go. 


For the first time in my life this older man knows he’s 
found the woman of his dreams... but what he doesn’t know 
is that she’s my best friend, and cattle penning partner's, 
little sister. 


KK KKK 


Harmony’s my name...and that’s exactly what I’m going to 
have to bring to the table when | see the way my brother’s 
older man best friend looks at this much younger 
woman...and more importantly the looks | see my brother 
making out of the corner of his eye as he watches his 
Canadian best friend try and lasso me as his... forever. 


Canadians are known for their easy-going, agreeable ways... 
but | know one thing’s for sure. My brother and my 
brother’s best friend won't agree on Maverick’s plans to 
make me his. 


And that could pull them, and us, apart forever... ruining 
their dream of a cattle penning championship at the 
Calgary Stampede that they’ve worked for their entire 
lives...if Maverick risks it all for a life with me. 


*Brother’s Canadian Cowboy Friend is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Maverick 


Monday, July 1*, 2019 


“Tex?” | breathe in deep before exhaling through puffed out 
cheeks. 


“Can’t get a flight out,” Hank replies as he purses his lips. 
“Big Country?” 

“Up in Fort McMurray, pulling oil out of the ground. Even if 
we tried calling him we wouldn't be able to reach him... not 
for at least another four months that is.” 

| turn my head to the side and scratch my temple. 


“Big Sky?” 


“Says he’s too old for this. Just wants to fly fish Clark Fork 
River these days.” 


“| finally get what your namesake was talking about.” 

“My namesake?” Hank’s face pulls back at my cryptic reply. 
“Hank Williams, Jr. Seems like all our rowdy friends have 
settled down, or are at least off somewhere chasing a buck. 


What happened to boys being boys?” 


“Danger and play, as Friedrich Nietzsche said.” 


“No time to be wasting brain cells on psychology, Hank. We 
need to find a replacement for the cattle penning contest 
this year at the Calgary Stampede. We've been planning on 
this since we were kids.” 


“Next year, Mav.” 


“We're not getting any younger ourselves, buddy. And with 
your wedding and honeymoon around this time next year, 
and knowing you and Suzy are gonna start in on a family 
right away, this might be our last chance.” 


“| guess that’s why it was always our dream. It was a long 
shot that was gonna take a miracle to make happen.” 


“Miracle my ass. We're finding a third,” | say, slamming my 
fist on the table causing foam to spout out from the top of 
my can of Molson. 


| grab the can and take a big swig before the handmade 
table Hank and | carved out when we were younger gets 
sticky and possibly stained. We met one summer in 4-H and 
the next year entered the woodworking competition 
together and won straight away our first year... with this 
table. 


Considering there were contestants up to eighteen years 
old, and our ages combined didn’t reach that high, it was 
quite an accomplishment. 


And years later, here we are, both thirty-two and no closer to 
the most elusive goal that | thought was finally in reach. 


“It might just be time to admit we’re shit outta luck, Mav,” 
Hank says, tipping back the last of his whiskey, before 


looking down at the bottom of his glass at that ever elusive 
heeltap, the term for that last drop of liquid, usually alcohol, 
that you just can’t seem to get out of the bottom of a glass. 

| only Know what it’s called because | saw Dennis Lehane say 
it was his favorite word in an interview once. Nothing beats 
being a cowboy, but when I’m not on the back of a horse I’m 
reading mystery novellas and Lehane is my go to. 


And like most mystery novels the answer is often right in 
front of your face, or at least the clues. The only real 
question is will the solution come in time or too late? 


| squeeze the back of my neck with my free hand, holding 
my five percent alcohol beer in the other hand, wondering 
why it’s so hard to get a real beer south of the border and 
why I’ve had to resort to ‘smuggling’ my own out of Canada 
and into Sweet Grass, an unincorporated community sitting 
smack dab on the U.S. side of the U.S. - Canada border. 


| look off in the distance seeing the sun just starting to set 
along the horizon, knowing that tomorrow at high noon kicks 
off the cattle penning qualifying round up in Stavely, 
Alberta, just over an hour south of Calgary, where the 
Stampede will get underway just three days later, or two if 
you count the sneak a peek night where people get into the 
grounds early for a few hours. This year the sneak a peek 
night is the 4" of July meaning this year’s event will be 
absolutely out of control...and the perfect year for us to win. 


But right now we're less than a day and a half away from not 
even competing. 


| lean back, kicking up my boots along the wooden two by 
four railing in front of us, the sound of my spurs a constant 
reminder of the only lifestyle I’ve ever known. 


| tip back my hat, and then the rest of my Molson, and stare 
off across the horizon, knowing there’s no way in hell I’m 


giving up. 


And just as my back starts to mold into the deck chair my 
boots jerk back from the railing, finding firm footing on the 
wooden boards of the deck below as my body flies forward 
and my ten-gallon hat falls right back into its place. 


“Maverick?” 


| hear Hank’s voice, but | don’t process the words, nor do | 
care. 


“Mav?” he continues, but | just block him out. 
Right now nothing can take my eyes off... her. 


My grip tightens as | hear my beer can crumple and the 
wooden arm of my deck chair crack under my grip as deadly 
as a Steel trap, forged from years of working with my hands. 


The calluses on my hands have calluses, and right now all | 
want to do is run my rough, sun-weathered hands across 
that oh so sweet skin of hers. 


She’s a tall drink of milk, or at least she is when she’s 
perched up high on that horse. 


With a back that’s ramrod straight all | can think of is 
ramming something that’s just as hard and as straight as her 
spine right into what is no doubt the finest woman to ever 
set foot on the face of this earth. 


My thoughts are primal, but not in a lustful way. Yeah, no 
doubt about it | want to rip her clothes off with my teeth and 
devour her in one big gulp, but this isn’t about some quick, 
hot sex... this is So much more. 


This is the only woman in my life I’ve ever seen and 
immediately known | wanted to be the mother of my child. 
Scratch that...children. | don’t just want to have a son with 
her, my first-born and namesake, but a whole barn full of 
little buggers who learn to live off the land and embody the 
true meaning that a country boy, and girl, can survive. 


My eyes run across that body of hers as my mind races a 
mile a minute, my future never so clear in my entire life. 


| picture us holding Mason jars running around barefoot in 
our backyard on those hot summer nights chasing lightning 
bugs with our children. 


But she’s the one who’s lightning in a bottle and nothing is 
going to stop me from catching her the way she just sent a 
shot of electricity through every part of me, from my body 
and mind. 


Her black “Calgary Stampede 101 - Hell or High Water” T- 
shirt clings to those curves of her, and with every trot that 
saddle horse underneath her takes, all | can think about is 
how badly | want to ride her bareback, filling her with my 

seed, and making her mine forever. 


The trot turns into a canter and my eyes turn to those ample 
breasts of hers which bounce up and down, my eyes 
following them like some sort of vertical tennis match. 


| don’t know much about tennis, but | know the term for zero 
in that sport is ‘love’, and I also know, without a doubt in the 


world, that I’ve never experienced love before...and was 
sure | never would...and just the thought of that word 
entering my head is the scariest thing in the world... and 
contradictory to every belief I’ve ever held to be true... just 
as damn exciting too. 


No. 


My nostrils flare. Fuck that. Maverick Carter doesn’t love. 
I’m a cowboy through and through and l'Il cowboy up till my 
dying day, never settle down. 


Then how come | can’t settle down right now? 


| can’t lean forward anymore and | can’t lean back either. 
My dick is trying its damnedest to punch through my 
Wranglers and is liable to succeed at any second. 


But where that twitching fucker really wants to succeed is 
inside her, painting her womb like a Jackson Pollock, as | 
shoot everything I’ve got deep inside her, filling her so full 
she'll feel my juice leaking out of her for the next week. 


Not happening. Because I’m not letting one ounce of my 
baby batter slide from her. And as her eyes turn and catch 
mine, the amber hues of the sunset behind her, | can see 
that | have nothing to worry about. 


She locks in on me in a way that shows me her greedy pussy 
will put my cock in a vice grip and not allow a single drop to 
spill from her slick channel. 


Is she as wet now as I’m making my briefs sticking, thanks to 
the precome that’s got me primed and ready to go... right... 
fucking... now. 


They sold those T-shirts she’s wearing back in 2013 when 
there was a terrible flood just before the Stampede. They 
raised well over half a million dollars, not to mention morale, 
just days before the Stampede. 


And she’s raised a whole helluva lot inside of me right now. 


She pulls back on the reins and maneuvers the horse 
sideways and only now do I see the T-shirt is tied off just 
below her chest, her stomach on display and more 
importantly the tops of those child-bearing hips. 


“Harmony ain’t ranked, Maverick.” 
Oh she’s ranked all right. A perfect fucking ten. 


The way the three-man, scratch that, three-person teams 
work is like this. Each rider is ranked and the toughest 
division is called 14 Class...the one we're in. 


Hank and | are both ranked with five’s and, Clint, who was to 
be our third rider, was ranked a four. In other words we 
barely made it... at least the top level that is. 


There are levels below, but we always only wanted to be the 
best of the best. 


What Hank is trying to say is that woman, Harmony, isn’t 
ranked then we’d be in Open Class, or Ten Class, but you 
can’t talk about class without seeing just how much this 
woman has. Even on top of a horse she exudes simple 
sophistication in a way only a cowgirl can. 


“Harmony?” | bark. 


“Yeah, | said Harmony...as in my sister.” 


My eyes widen as the can falls from my hand. 

“| thought your sister lived in New Zealand with your folks.” 
“Come on, man. She’s eighteen now. She didn’t want to live 
in the middle of nowhere. She wanted to get out and 
explore the world.” 

“So she came to a tiny border town?” 

“It’s a start.” 


“How long is she staying here?” 


“Why do you care?” His words aren’t laced with an 
accusatory tone... yet, but damn, they’re close. 


“We're running out of time, Hank.” I’m not sure if I’m 
referring to our chances at a cattle penning title or my own 
at having a family. 

What in the hell’s wrong with me? 

I’ve never had these kind of thoughts before. 

| was never in a rush to think about finding the woman of my 
dreams because | knew that kind of stuff was just something 
invented by the likes of Hallmark and Harry Winston. 

Until now. 


No. | refuse to believe it. 


But | can’t refuse to acknowledge what’s going on inside me. 


This isn’t something | can try and logically ‘think’ myself out 
of. 


This is beyond my control, something deeper than a donkey 
kick to the groin...and yes, I’ve had more than | care to 
admit. 


But it’s very, very clear that that area still works just fine, all 
right. 


I’m standing at attention, stiffer than a flagpole and | want 
her sliding up and down the top, opening her wide before | 
fill her deep. 


“Harmony’s never competed.” 


“| don’t care. |’d compete for a chance for her...| mean a 
championship with her and us...1 mean if we get her on our 
team we can win this title.” 


| feel Hank’s gaze shoot lasers into me even though | don’t 
turn to meet it. 


“She’s never competed. They won’t let us drop down to a 10 
Class so we'll be competing against the best... with a 
complete rookie. They’ll drop us from the competition in the 
first round of qualifying, like a bad habit.” 


The only thing that’s been dropped, is my jaw on the pine 
boards of the deck below...and for the life of me I can’t seem 
to get it back up. 


“| know the organizers and the other riders. l'Il pay the fine 
and we'll be just fine with her... more than fine.” 


“So what? We're going to separate the cattle from the herd 
and send them her way.” 


“Oh, I’ve already picked the prize from the herd.” 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” 

| swallow hard, trying to get a hold of myself. 

“I’m just saying | already decided that of all the 
competitions that we could compete in at the Stampede we 
picked out cattle penning. Don’t act like you don’t 


remember.” 


“Oh, | remember... it just seemed like you were talking about 
something else... buddy.” 


“Always. So if she’s never competed before then she can 
help us.” 


“Well, | guess we are in a pinch so we can see if she’s 
available.” 


She’s not available. Not anymore. She’s mine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Harmony 


My fingers curl into a white-knuckle death grip on Daisy’s 
reins as Maverick raises his right hand, motioning me over 
with four fingers. 


The sun is shining right in his face, causing him to 
squint...but something tells me it’s not just the sun, not with 
the way | can see the intensity in his glare from all the way 
over here. 


His rugged jawline shoots forward and down as he bares his 
teeth so he can whistle sharply, with that perfect mouth of 
his...the one I’ve wanted to claim as mine for years now. 


I'd seen him in pictures... working with my brother on hot 
summer days, his shirt off as sweat ran down his muscular 
body. 


In the winter, my brother sent me a video of his ranch and as 
he panned his camera phone side to side | got a glimpse of 
his best friend there on his property, helping him out. Even 
just a few seconds of Maverick shoveling snow was enough 
to melt me in more ways than he could have known. 


Those big, thick back muscles of his flexing as he made 
quick work of the fluffy white power that needed moving so 
the animals could get out of their pens and stretch their 
legs. 


And | had to stretch my legs at the sight of it, my panties 
moistening, sticking to my pussy, as the sight of the steam 
coming off him in sub-zero temperatures reminding me just 
how much of a hot-blooded beast he is...an animal. 


And he was bringing the same out in me. 


| would say it was around the first time | started noticing 
boys, but the truth was | never noticed boys at all... or other 
men. 


Just him. 
My brother’s best friend. 


The one he’d told me story after story about. How he’d 
constantly helped my brother out time and time again. How 
he’d be out late into the night helping bail hay or feed 
animals, only to wake up in the middle of the night when 
one of the mares went into labor so he could be there to help 
with the birth. 


He was a true horseman and the reason | was so inspired to 
learn to ride. 


My parents had left the States when we were young, 
deciding Canada truly offered the freedoms the California 
‘police state’ could never quite live up to. Although they 
loved Canada, they proved to be rolling stones and 
eventually made their way to New Zealand, where they 
settled...for now. 


But being here now, smack dab on the U.S. - Canada border 
in Montana felt like a true paradise. 


It wasn’t just the fresh air, non GMO produce, or completely 
grain fed beef that had the blood rushing through my veins 
at the peak of my physicality...it was him. 


And | knew what | wanted to happen when it came to my 
physicality...and how | pined to get physical with him. 


When | heard he was down from Calgary, as was often the 
case, | immediately knew it was time to stop wishing and 
take action. 


But the sight of him motioning me over and the sound of his 
whistle piercing the open space between us like some sort of 
primal mating call, has me completely frozen in my tracks... 
or should | say Daisy’s. 


He motions again, this time with a big arm gesture as he 
stands, the sight of his tall frame reminding me just how 
masculine he really is, and the reaction that provokes in my 
body. 


My heart jumps in my chest and my throat goes dry. | want 
to whistle back, just to let him know I acknowledge his 
request for me to come to him... but I can’t. 


| can’t think. | can’t speak. And I sure as heck can’t whistle. 


| keep my fingers wrapped tight around the reins, trying to 
brace myself as | feel my balance wavering. 


He whistles once again, but this one is even more 
commanding than the one before. 


And like the alpha male in any situation, the other animals 
fall right in line. 


Daisy whinnies and turns her head to him, quickly taking off 
in his direction. 


Her speed has the wind blowing through my hair and brings 
me back to the present, giving me a rush of adrenaline as 
Daisy darts straight toward him. 


The sound of her hooves galloping toward him produces a 
rhythm in my ears, but what | really want to hear is his 
voice, in the flesh, for the first time. 


He raises one hand and places his palm forward in a stop 
gesture, and | pull back on the reins as Daisy pulls up just 
short of the deck. 


His eyes stayed locked on mine the entire swift ride over, 
but now I can see just how intensely he was staring at me, 
which causes my cheeks to heat. 


He reaches one of his long arms toward me, taking the reins 
and looping them over the edge of the deck as his other 
hand extends, waiting for me to accept it. 


| should be panting for air after that blazing ride over here, 
but instead my breath stalls. 


“Take my hand. I’ve got you.” 

Words I’ve been waiting to hear from him and only him. 

| do as he says, feeling the multitude of callouses from his 
large digits as he engulfs my tiny hand, the spark of a 


thousand hammers slamming down on anvils shoots through 
me from his touch. 


His oversized hand swallows mine up as I swing my far leg 
over and in one motion he pulls my body off the horse and 
into his. 


My chest presses against his stomach and | feel his firmness 
grind into my own stomach. 


He wants this just as much as I do. 


“Uh hum,” my big brother says, clearly seeing exactly what’s 
going on, but can he really see the future, the family, the 
vision of children speeding through my mind a million miles 
a minute? 


| can barely process what’s happening and in no way can | 
comprehend what this man’s doing to my mind, my body... 
everything. 


They say people who meet their celebrity crushes are often 
let down by the real life version of someone they lust after, 
idolize, and fantasize about. 


Not me. Not now. Not ever. 


Maverick’s not exactly a celebrity in the cattle penning 
world, but he’s not that far off either. 


What he definitely stars in are my dreams, and the fact that 
he’s yet to let loose of my hand telegraphs maybe I'll soon 
be starring in his...or even better | can run my hands across 
his chest as we lay under the moonlight staring up at the 
stars on the open prairie. 


It doesn’t matter that there are wolves, coyotes, and every 
other kind of predator imaginable out in these parts. It’s all 


irrelevant when you're lying with the alpha protector that is 
Maverick. 


“Maverick, this is my sister, Harmony...my /ittle sister.” 


“You sure look grown up to me,” he says, looking down at me 
with those dark eyes that I just want to get lost in. 


“Whaddya say?” Hank’s had enough, standing abruptly. 


“She’s old enough to pen with us.” He pauses. “You know 
how to pen cattle?” 


“l've never tried,” | say softly, my voice trying its damnedest 
to betray me. 


“Then I'd say it’s time to learn,” his deep baritone suggests 
in such a way that leaves little room open for interpretation. 


“Yes, It’s time.” Little does he know in due time I want 
nothing more than for him to learn something else as well...a 
secret, and something I’ve been saving especially, and 
exclusively, for him. 


But he can go first, because I’m not about to expose to him 
that I’m some inexperienced kid and ruin my chances with 
him forever. 


Because forever is exactly what | want... with him and only 
him. 


CHAPTER 3 


Maverick 


My lasso raps around the carved wooden steer head 
attached to the sawhorse out back of Hank’s property. 


It’s two thirty in the morning and I can’t sleep. All | can 
think about is her, and I’m trying my damndest to burn off 
the energy that she’s infused me with, but it’s no use. 


The three of us did a few quick dry runs, as quick as we 
could, as the sun went down and there was still light in the 
Sky. 


The speed at which she picked it up, the intensity of her 
focus, and her ability to make changes on the fly has me 
ready to fly her to some tropical destination and put a ring 
on her finger forever. 


| unhook my lasso and swing it again, another perfect throw. 


| can’t stop thinking about how well the three of us worked 
as a team earlier this evening, or technically yesterday now. 
And the thing that really stood out was the two of us. 


Not only is she the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes 
on, but she’s truly my partner. She wants to be my partner 
just as much as I want her to be... if that’s possible. 


My desire for her is overwhelming, unlike anything I’ve ever 
experienced. 


And seeing that Hank’s her brother | know the apple hasn’t 
fallen far from the tree. Their parents are good people and | 
know she’s been raised right. 


And I can’t get my raised cock to go down for the life of me. 


| was tempted to try and unload the cannon, but with 
Harmony in town she has no choice but to sleep in the room 
right next to the one I take when I’m down for a visit. 


She’d think I’m some kind of monster if she heard the noises 
coming from me as I released the intense pressure in my 
groin to the thought of being inside her. 


And if | screamed her name? 
Forget about it. 


She'd call the cops for sure, Knowing that I’m an absolute 
psycho. 


It was just another reason why I was outside. No way could | 
trust myself, knowing that she was literally just a few feet 
from me separated by only a wall, sleeping peacefully like 
the innocent angel she is... likely in some lacy white panties 
or... less. 


Fuck! 
| have to get these thoughts out of my head. 


It’s just that | have no template on how to deal with this type 
of thing. | mean, I’ve had women trying to claim me for 
years, but | was never interested in a single one. It’s one of 
the benefits of being a cowboy. | was never in a million 
years tempted to enter into a relationship with any woman, 


and being alone makes me more unavailable to them. If 
they can’t find me they can’t bother me. 


But Harmony...damn, she bothers me in a whole other kind 
of way, a good way...a way where | barely know which way is 
up. My mind is spinning constantly. Scratch that... my entire 
world. 


That’s never happened and | don’t like not being in control, 
but something about her being the catalyst of all this 
doesn’t bother me one bit. 


If I’m honest with myself I’m embracing it. I’ve never felt 
like this in my life and it’s not just new, but | know it’s also 
lasting. 


Hell, I’ve cut myself with knives, been stepped on by horses, 
thrown from horses, thrown from bulls, and damn near shot 
once... but none of those experiences has brought out as 
much feeling in me as this one little woman who galloped 
across the prairie and into my life. 


And she will be in my life, in all ways...and always. 
I’m going to make damn sure of that. 


I'd known of her, but | hadn’t known her for more than just a 
few hours... yet still | Knew without hesitation I’d fight to the 
death for her. It must be a protective paternal instinct 
because | was absolutely sure that | was going to make her 
my woman and raise a family with her that my body and my 
mind were focused on keeping her safe at all times. 


My nostrils flare at the thought of something ever happening 
to her. | look up at the house, at her window. It’s completely 


dark, but damn how | want to go in there and fill her guest 
room with fireworks. 


But how in the hell was | going to pull this off? 


No way in hell could | just go up to Hank and say, “Oh by the 
way... your eighteen year old sister? She belongs to me, a 
thirty-two-year-old guy that most women her age would say 
is old enough to be a dinosaur. 


It’s like we’re from two different worlds and the exact same 
world at the same time. 


Right place, wrong time? 
| don’t think so. 


I’m fit as a fiddle and can keep up with anyone, despite their 
age. | still have a lust for life, a thirst for adventure, and the 
desire to travel...and | want to do it all with her. 


My thoughts were irrational and | can only imagine how 
Hank would take the news, especially considering we have 
our opening round qualifier for the cattle penning contest 
today at noon. 


After we all wake up this morning, not that | plan on getting 
any sleep, we have to drive up to Stavely, Alberta where the 
qualifiers will be held over three days. 


Once we win there then it’s off to Calgary for the actual 
Stampede. And I know we're gonna win, because we're an 
unbeatable team...as long as Hank doesn’t catch on before 
we get a shot at the title. 


I’ve never held back anything from him ever, and | don’t 
want to now, but | feel like | have no other choice. 


Plus, it’s disrespectful to think that | have to tell him before 
I’ve even made my intentions crystal clear to Harmony. 


She may be eighteen, and | don’t want to say only eighteen, 
but still she’s an adult. She proved that to me today just by 
my initial reaction to her and then every single second 
thereafter. 


| can only imagine what she’s going to wear to the contest. 

If it’s anything that reveals so much as a lick of skin | Know 
I’m going to be a possessive prick, telling her to cover up. | 
don’t want the world to see what’s mine, even if it means I’m 
a hypocrite for thinking that she’s an adult and can make 
her own decisions, yet here | am trying to make decisions for 
her. 


| try and tell myself that I’ve just been so focused on work 
and finally winning this cattle penning championship that | 
haven't had time for women. But that’s a load of bull. 


The truth is no one ever interested me, and not that | ever 
had an inkling of desire to, but now I’m even more content 
with my decision never to get involved with a woman for 
some sort of short term gratification...and I’m using the word 
gratification lightly. 


What could be satisfying about meaningless sex with some 
buckle bunny? | don’t care what her measurements are or 
how sexy she looks in a Stetson. I’m an all or nothing guy 
and it’s been nothing my entire life, until now. Now? I’m all 
in... because of her. 


Nothing could stop me from making her my woman. If 
someone could read my thoughts, for sure they would sound 
cocky. 


| don’t care one bit. It’s the truth, my truth, and that’s 
exactly what she’s going to be... mine. 


It was only a matter of time. 


| retrieve my lasso again, Knowing that this isn’t going to tire 
me out or take my mind off her one bit... but at least it keeps 
my hands off myself, because just as I’m not going to chase 
short term when it comes to other areas of my life, I’m not 
going to search for some hollow victory when it comes to 
her. 


Running my hand along my cock under a tree, or out in the 
barn would make me come in a matter of seconds. No doubt 
about it. 


But | don’t want to please myself to the thought of her. 
That’s not pleasure at all. That’s torture. 


| want the real thing, her. 


And I will have her...no matter who or what tries to come 
between us. 


CHAPTER 4 


Harmony 


The next morning (Tuesday, July 2"%, 2019) 


| belly up to the table in the diner in Stavely, Alberta, while 
my brother goes and washes his hands in the restroom and 
Maverick parks his truck around back of the restaurant. 
Maverick drove us all up this morning from Hank’s place at 
the border. 


Today is “just” the qualifier, but it’s vital that we do well so 
we can advance. If we advance then we'll be competing in 
the actual Stampede, in just a few days, just up the road in 
Calgary. 


| know I look like hot death, the result of not sleeping a wink, 
but | feel incredible. 


Part of me is excited and blown away to be participating in 
this event with Hank and Maverick. The fact that they 
trusted and included me, despite my age and lack of 
experience, has my self-confidence soaring. Sure, | know 
they were desperate for a third rider, but still... they could 
have always just come up this morning and picked a random 
cowboy to join their team. 


But they didn’t. They chose me...or should | say Maverick 
chose me. 


| was never even a blip on my brother’s radar, but Maverick’s 
radar was a whole other story... not to mention | swear every 


time | see him his compass is pointing due north. 


The man is hung beyond belief, and stiff as a rock. His dick 
is like the sun...1 don’t even have to look directly at it to feel 
its effects. 


Heck, my nipples are just as erect every time I’m in his 
presence, and that includes last night when I stood just back 
from the window, watching him in a position where he 
couldn’t see me, as he lassoed that lassoing dummy. 


God, watching him swing around that thick rope and then 
toss it effortlessly over the wooden cattle head each and 
every time had me wishing he’d take that rope and march 
right up into my bedroom, hold me down and hog tie me just 
as quickly as he could. 


But it wasn’t to be... at least not last night, which is probably 
a good thing. 


Maverick and my brother are both big guys, and it’s nice to 
be around them because | always feel safe. Another benefit 
is that they can’t exactly sneak around the house in the 
middle of the night. 


I'd heard Maverick get up and move down the hall, all the 
while | was staring at that doorknob, praying that it would 
turn and I’d see that big mass of manliness right there in my 
doorway. 


But instead he just kept walking until | heard him in the 
backyard. 


And it wasn’t but fifteen minutes later that | heard another 
set of footsteps in the hallway, but this time my door handle 
did open, though only slightly. 


| closed my eyes and opened my mouth and even 
intentionally drooled a bit. It was pretty gross, but my 
brother bought it hook line and sinker. 


Almost just as soon as my door closed, the door to 
Maverick’s opened. 


It must have taken my brother a few minutes to figure out he 
was outside, but once he did you could hear his footsteps 
moving throughout the house much more freely and louder 
as well. There’s no doubt he had suspicions, started 
creeping around, and once his suspicions weren’t confirmed 
he relaxed. 


Well, he can stay relaxed for now, and that will certainly 
help us if he’s off-guard, but at some point he’s going to 
figure it out. 


That is, of course, assuming that we’re even going to bea 
couple. 


My mind is pushing the possibilities forward at a breakneck 
pace and when some random guy walks in, and practically 
breaks his neck looking at me, I’m quickly wishing Maverick 
or my brother were here. 


It’s rare for me to get noticed, let alone approached, but this 
is the lead-up to the Stampede and the guys are out 
hunting. 


“Mind if | sit down?” the man says without breaking stride. 


“Actually-“ 


“Don’t mind if we do,” a second man says. Where did he 
even come from? 


“I'm Cus,” the first man says, extending his hand to me. 
“And I’m Much,” the second says. 
Cus and much? You've got to be kidding me. 


“And I’m waiting on two very big men and I’d appreciate, 
and strongly suggest, to be left to my own devices. 


“You hear that Cus?” 
“Sure did, Much.” 


“Ladies these days are making up fake boyfriends to try and 
discourage potential suitors. Well, I’m sure you'll change 
your mind when you find out that we’re here from Edmonton 
to win this whole damn Stampede thing.” 


You have got to be kidding me, not to mention it’s not like 
there’s a single event that they can win and then win the 
Stampede. The Stampede, which is the name of the whole 
kit and caboodle, is comprised of multiple events. By 
definition, and age limits, you can’t win the whole thing. | 
say nothing, hoping that they'll get the hint. 


“Show ‘em why they call ya, Much.” 

The not exactly gentleman known as Much makes a 
pounding sound underneath the table as if his cock is so 
large, and hard, that it’s pounding on the bottom side of the 
varnished wood. 


You. Have. Got. To. Be. Kidding. Me. 


My eyes close slowly and | want to bury my face in my 
hands, but no way am I taking my eyes off these hucksters. 


And apparently I’m not the only one who’s currently got my 
eyes on them in a very unfavorable light. 


Out of nowhere I see one big mitt clamp down on the back of 
jerkoff number one’s collar, quickly followed by douchebag 
number two. 


Quicker than a blink of an eye these two jokers are sliding 
backwards, the sounds of their sours dragging across the 
tiles has all the heads in the place spinning around quicker 
than Linda Blair’s in The Exorcist. 


But the only scary sight is the impending figure behind 
them and the looks on their faces... 


Maverick. 


He curls each of them like dumbbells, pun intended, and 
brings their near ears together, before growling. “If there’s 
one thing | can smell a million miles away is the stink of shit 
on a fake cowboy from Edmonton...and if you don’t 
apologize to her and get the fuck on up outta here right now 
I’m really gonna get mad...and when I get made you can 
guar-an-fucking-tee I'll drop kick both your asses all the way 
back up to the north end of the province.” 


“Sorry, sir.” 
“Really, sorry—“ 


“Don’t be sorry. Be gone,” Maverick says, releasing his grip. 


The two men fall flat on their asses and then scramble in 
some sort of military low crawl across a few tiles before they 
take off running for the door. 


“They didn’t hurt me,” | offer. 


“I know. That’s the only thing that stopped me from hurting 
them... permanently.” 


“What did | miss?” Hank says. 


“Just me doing the morning chores,” Maverick’s voice, even 
deeper than normal, states matter-of-factly. 


“The morning chores?” 
“Shovelin’ shit.” 


| can’t help but burst out in a shot of laughter that’s laced 
with a snort. 


Maverick smirks and am I ever glad | brought enough 
panties to change out three times a day while we're here, 
because I’m definitely going to put on pair number two for 
the day real quick. 


Last night the two of us worked together to tame the beast, 
so to speak, but Maverick just tamed the real beasts... man, 
not that I’d ever refer to guys like that as men. 


“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” the waitress says as she 
comes straight to us, her hands brought up to her chest ina 
prayer position. “We've been trying to get rid of those two 
jerks for a few days now. It’s crazy to think these kind of 
guys are bothering women over an hour south of Calgary all 
the way down here in Stavely. Globalization | guess.” 


“Well, they won’t be bothering you again, | can guarantee 
you of that,” Maverick promises in a tone that’s as smooth as 
honey, but rough like it’s dripping over hot coals. 


“Pancakes on the house.” 
“Thank you, but we'll pay,” Maverick says. 


“You found a good one,” the waitress says, turning to me 
without a hint of jealousy. “One of the few left. And you 
make a great couple.” 


“We’'re..uh...” 
“He’s just looking out for my sister,” Hank pipes up. 


“You're single?” the waitress asks, her eyebrows raising 
quickly as she runs her eyes up and down his body. 


| reach my hand out, putting it on her shoulder and feel my 
grip grinding into her skin as | want to push her. She 
doesn’t even acknowledge me, apparently counting her 
seemingly lucky stars that Maverick is on the market. 


“I've got my eye on someone else, and only her.” 


“Oh,” the waitress says, her face deflating. “Lucky her.” She 
pauses, and it’s only then | notice how red her cheeks are. 
My hand slowly slides down the length of her arm as | try 
and process Maverick’s words. “l'Il be right back with your 
pancakes.” 


“You didn’t tell me you were seeing someone,” Hanks says 
as if he’s slightly taken aback and disappointed that he’s 
been left out of the loop in all things Maverick. 


“Well, it’s not official yet, but we’re seeing each other, that’s 
for damn sure,” he says through clenched teeth, his eyes 
locked on mine and mine on his. “We're definitely seeing 
each other.” 


“Uh huh,” escapes my lips in a barely audible tone. 


We're definitely seeing each other right now...and my 
brother is seeing it too. 


“Your pancakes,” the waitress says, setting the plates down 
on the table. Pancake breakfasts are extremely popular this 
time of year. Lots of companies host them and the 
restaurants sell a whole heap of them too, so they know to 
have plenty prepared. 


As she sits down the plate | don’t like how close she is to 
Maverick and without realizing it | catch myself stepping 
closer to him, blocking her arm from brushing against his. 


Yeah, we're seeing each other all right. And for the first time 
I’m seeing just how possessive | can truly be...about him. 


CHAPTER 5 


Harmony 
That evening 


“How’s Hank?” | ask as Maverick rejoins me at the fire pit in 
his backyard in Calgary, a short drive from where we were 
today down in Stavely. 


“Out like a light.” 
“Already?” 


“Whatever was in that pill bottle that the doctor gave him 
must have been some pretty powerful stuff.” 


“He usually never takes anything, let alone goes to the 
doctor, when he hurts himself.” 


“If there hadn’t been doctors right there at the event | doubt 
he would have said a thing. He’s one tough dude.” 


Maverick’s right. Hank is a tough guy, which explains why 
he barely winced when he fell from his horse during 
qualifying earlier today. | just wonder how ‘tough’ he’s 
going to be if things between Maverick and | keep 
escalating. 


And that’s exactly what’s going to happen now that our 
team qualified for the Stampede. 


We were on fire today, maybe too much, and that’s exactly 
what lead to Hank’s fall. 


It was like he was the odd man out, Maverick and | working 
together like we were one. It was the perfect pairing. 
Maverick, and his amazing skills, would separate the cattle 
from the pack and then guide them my way, where | just had 
to make sure they didn’t do anything sudden or drastic at 
the end as they went into the pen. 


It was perfect...as far as Maverick and | were concerned. 


The only problem was Hank was off his game, and when he 
tried to overcompensate it lead to the rare instance of a 
rider falling in a cattle penning competition. This isn’t bull 
riding or anything of that nature, yet somehow Hank 
managed to fall from his horse... something | can’t remember 
ever seeing him do. 


Which is probably because he’s never seen me act this way 
around a man before. Then again, he hasn’t seen much of 
me at all as I’ve been in New Zealand all these years while 
he’s been back over here. 


The big age difference means we've spent a lot of our lives 
apart, but being a cowboy, older, and the only family I’ve 
got for thousands of miles, he’s sure to be overprotective of 
me...no matter who, or what, he might sense as a ‘threat.’ 


And the threat level that Maverick presents is obviously 
starting to get to him. 


“You think he'll be healed up in time for the Stampede ina 
few days?” 


“No way he’s missing it. We’ve been waiting our whole lives 
for this chance.” 


“But what if he does?” 


He pauses, tossing a stick into the fire before looking at me 
even more intently. “Then it’s us against the world.” 


“Us?” | swallow hard. 


“Us,” slides from his lips like the sound of the deep notes of 
the fire crackling in the early night. 


“But how can the two of us compete with teams of three.” 


“We,” he says, sliding closer to me, “can compete with 
anyone... when we have each other.” 


My throat goes dry and | catch myself leaning in closer to 
him to unconsciously mirror his movements. 


There’s barely any space between our arms now, and my 
arm feels like it’s on fire...and it’s not from an errant spark 
from the fire in front of us. 


This is real. This is now. This is...us, aS he just said. 


“Do we have each other?” | want to slap myself in the 
forehead. Why would | call him out and take a step back 
when we were clearly taking steps forward? 


Something about me has to know... that’s the reason. | have 
to be sure that this isn’t just some summer fling over the 
course of the competition, and our time together. 


| don’t want to get involved only for our time together to 
abruptly end. Heck, | already am involved...! just don’t want 
to wind up getting hurt. 

“I know I have you.” 


“How do you know?” 


“It’s not something | can put into words. It’s something | 
feel, just like the laws of nature.” 


“You mean you’ve got me when it comes to the competition 
or—“ 


Suddenly he leans all the way in, no time for more words 
and his lips claim mine, hard, for the first time. 


CHAPTER 6 


Harmony 


As much as I want this to work, and I know it can, in no way 
do | want to get in-between Maverick and my brother’s 
friendship. 


And there’s no way around that. 


| breathe in deep and exhale, staring into the fire in front of 
me knowing my feet are firmly planted in the middle of the 
metaphorical version of just that. 


| hear Maverick coming up from behind, my body wanting to 
jump up and throw itself in his arms, but I can’t. 


After our kiss not five minutes ago we both pulled back just 
Slightly, but only in the physical sense. 


| could see from the look in his eyes, mine telegraphed the 
same thing...there’s no way we can go back. 


We may have just taken a quick timeout, but in the grand 
scheme of things this is a snowball rolling downhill in the 
dead of December and what we have is only getting bigger, 
more powerful, and more impossible to stop by the second... 
not that | want to stop a single bit of it. 


“What’s that?” 


“You’ve never had S'mores?” 


The corners of my lips turn up and | can’t help but smile. 


“The marshmallows are older than the barn, and probably 
taste like a cow patty, but | don’t care. With good company 
anything can taste great.” 


Like his lips, although I’m not sure taste is the right word... 
more like feel. 


The ruggedness of their texture, the warmth of his breath... 
all of it...sent the clichéd tingles up my spine, except this 
was no cliché. 


Maverick breaks off a piece of a Hershey’s bar and tosses it 
into a tin pan, the tinging sound when it hits the bottom like 
music to my ears. This is a no frills kind of guy, and as he 
sits the pan right down on the coals | can’t help but laugh. 


He pulls a pocketknife out of his pocket, whittles the end of 
a stick in three short, quick, strokes, and pokes it through 
the marshmallow. 


Not twenty seconds later it’s the perfect gooey texture, but 
just as he starts to pull it back from the fire he pivots his 
wrist and the stick moves right toward me. 


Before | know what’s happening, he's tapping me on the 
nose. 


“Hey!” | feel the goo stick, and reach my finger up to wipe it 
off...and I’m not shy about licking it either. 


My mind is definitely in the gutter because the idea of 
licking off some white, sticky goo from his long stick is 
making my imagination run wild. 


Maverick completely ignores my one word call for 
marshmallow justice, and prepares a couple S’mores in 
record time. 


He hands me one, and then holds his up. We tap them as if 
they’re drinks and we’re toasting. His expression is still 
completely deadpan, which only makes me want to laugh 
that much more. 


| bring the tasty treat to my lips and he does the same. We 
both take a big bite at the same time and begin chewing... 
before the pace of our mouths slows. 


Suddenly we both spit out our ‘food’ and simultaneously 
bust out laughing. 


“| guess not everything can taste great when you’re with 
good company.” 


“Maybe not some synthetic food made by a machine ina 
factory, but | Know what | really want to taste will always 
satisfy me...and by satisfy me I mean drive me crazy, 
wanting more.” 


“Huh?” 


Maverick wastes no time, sliding in closer, his mouth finding 
mine, and this time | know there will be no pulling back from 
either of us. 


Two steps forward and one step back? | don’t think so. 


His hand cups my face before sliding around behind my 
head where his fingers apply just the right amount of 
pressure to the back of my head, not that | wasn’t devouring 
his mouth already. 


His fingers intertwine in my hair as he pulls it back slightly, 
turning my head sideways and exposing my neck. His kisses 
move from my lips and then along my jawline, even pausing 
to playfully bite my chin before making his way down my 
neck and kissing right on that vein on the side that is 
absolutely throbbing. 


He continues kissing me, my eyes closed and my head all 
the way back on its own now. He finds that sensitive spot 
tucked right up and underneath my ear and | damn near 

climax immediately. 


Instead | manage a hard exhale followed by a whimper. 
“Maverick,” | muster, barely able to speak. “I want to...| 
need to—“ 


“You need me and | need you and that’s all there is to 
know.” He continues devouring my neck before he takes my 
chin in his hand and then his hand slides down, cupping my 
throat and | feel the insides of my legs start to shake. 


No. Not yet. 


| try and think about baseball, math, and politics all at the 
same time to delay what’s so close, but all | can really think 
about is how badly | need to tell him something I’ve never 
shared with anyone, in more ways than one. 


“There’s something—“ 


“There’s nothing. You're everything,” he moans into my 
skin, the deep base from his words reverberating against my 
frame as his hand slides down across my shoulder before 
grabbing it. 


The man’s hand can hold my entire shoulder, my winged 
back bone on one side and half my collarbone. He’s so 
much bigger than me, yet not in a freakish way, although 
feeling his power first hand reminds me of just another way 
how he makes me feel so feminine. 


“Maverick,” | say pulling my body away from him before this 
gets out of hand and there’s no stopping either of us... which 
we are seconds away from already. 


He looks like a lone wolf on the prairie, his face covered in 
blood from a fresh kill that’s still twitching, and someone has 
just run up on him... yet no matter how big the hunter’s rifle 
he’s not about to stop devouring what he’s caught, and is 
feasting on. 


His pupils are dilated and a vein in his forehead, one I’ve 
never seen before, is slightly visible... bumping blood a mile 
a minute. 

“There’s something you have to know,” | finally spit out, my 
face bunching up in fear at what he’s going to think about 
me when he hears the truth. 

“| don’t care about your past, all | care about is our future.” 


“Not in that way. | mean, it is about the past, but... it’s... 
more about my...let’s say, lack of a past.” 


“What?” 
| lift my eyebrows. 
“Uhhh,” he moans in a pitch that | guess would resemble the 


exact same way he will when he fills me with his seed for the 
first time. “You're...” 


| nod. 


| pause, ready for the disappointment, but instead I’m 
greeted with the one word | wasn’t expecting...and the one 
that absolutely could never be topped. 


“Mine,” he growls before diving back in, pulling my shirt 
Slightly to the side and kissing my collarbone. 


My eyes close, but | have to remain strong. | pull back. 
“You mean... you don’t care?” 


“Care? You’re fuckin’ right | care. | care more than 
anything. You know what this means?” 


“That | don’t really know what I’m doing. | mean l'Il try and 
I’m willing to learn and I—” 


His hand comes up and he places one finger gently on my 
lips. 


“It means that no man will ever know what it’s like to call 
you his, to know that you belong to him and only him... 
except me. And you have no idea how damn proud | am to 
be that man and what that’s doing to me...and not just 
physically.” 


My eyes drag down his body and | very easily see physicality 
what he’s talking about. His need is pronounced, prominent 
as an Oak tree in the backyard, and stiff enough to hang a 
tire swing from. And knowing that I’m going to be the one 
he’s going to swing around like a ragdoll every day for the 
rest of our lives...in the bed, in the barn, everywhere... makes 
me just as possessive as him. 


| feel my gaze heat and know my intensity is now just as 
fully on display as his. 


“Mine,” | say, feeling wild thanks to the confidence he’s 
given me. The way he turned something around... 
something that was filling me with anxiety, doubt, and even 
a bit of dread, reminds me just how supportive this man will 
always be... which sure is important because | want a man 
who encourages children and helps them become all that 
they can be. 


And the only man I ever wanted to carry a child for is him. 


And do I ever want to carry his children... all of them. Our 
children. 


“You're damn right I’m yours.” 
He leans back, putting his hands down behind him. 


“What? Did |I do something wrong?” Why did he suddenly 
back off? 


“Wrong? You've done everything right...for eighteen long 
years. Knowing that’s how long you’ve been saving myself 
for me, and only me. Damn. | mean, I’m not some weirdo 
and | know this all just happened in the last barely twenty- 
four hours, but still.” He shakes his head. “Twenty-four 
hours. Can you believe it? What a difference a day makes... 
and how quickly a life, our lives, can change.” 


“But it wasn’t just twenty-four hours, Maverick. For me it 
was always you. I’ve known for a couple years now.” 


“I’m not sure if that’s right. You were too young then.” 


“Too young to act on it, yes. But | was old enough to know 
what | wanted despite people seeing me as a kid. I’m not 
someone who’s just going through the motions of life. | read 
alot. Psychology and even a ton of fiction. | like romance 
novellas just as much as the next helpless romantic, but | 
wasn’t going to go through life wondering if the kind of life | 
read about in books exists. | knew it did...| just had to get to 
you and tell you.” 


“You didn’t have to say a word, beautiful. All you had to do 
was show up.” 


“Lucky me.” 
“Lucky me.” 


He just sits there, his weight back on his hands as he shakes 
his head as his eyes shoot electricity through me. 


“What?” 

“| just can’t believe this is real. This is like panning for gold 
and striking it filthy, stinking rich on your first morning... 
only a billion times better.” 

a No...” 

“Yes. You have no idea.” 


“| do, because | feel the same way.” 


“Good. That means the only idea then is the one | need to 
come up with.” 


“Come again?” 


“To make your, our, first time special...one you'll never 
forget.” 


“It’s going to be special no matter how, what, when, where, 
or why it happens... because it’s you.” 


“Because it’s us.” 


His chest balloons out as he sucks in a big breath of air 
before blowing it out. 


“Where do we go from here?” | ask. 


“As much as it pains me to Say it, we can’t do it here tonight, 
not like this.” 


“But—“ 

“But nothing. You deserve more than shitty S’more sex.” 
| can’t help but laugh. 

“They were pretty bad. I’m not gonna lie.” 


“The worst. But the taste of your lips more than made up for 
it.” 


“Maybe that’s it right there.” 
“What right where?” 
a My lips.” 


“What about them,” he growls, his body weight coming 
forward as he leans toward me. 


“Maybe they hold the secret to just what we can do tonight.” 
“Oh yeah?” 

“Yeah,” | say, playfully shoving him in the chest, letting my 
hand linger just a bit too long as | feel his powerful pecs 


underneath my palm. 


| stand, throwing one leg over his lap and mount him as he 
leans back on a big, thick wooden log behind him. 


He obviously knows where this is going, and | do too... even 
though I’ve never gone down this road in my life. 


But I’m ready, for him and only him. 


And it’s time to get a taste of what life with him is really 
going to be like. 


That starts right now. 


CHAPTER 7 


Maverick 


We were like clockwork out there today, her brother the odd 
man out. 


And now that her brother is out cold, we’re going to get in 
sync together, alone. 


Harmony’s small hands slide down my torso, finding my big, 
brass belt buckle and quickly slipping the leather out of the 
catch behind it and then through the loops. 


Her eyes are locked on mine, an ornery look in her eye that 
let’s me know that although she may not have any 
experience, she knows exactly what she’s about to do... and 
the thought of it has my dick pulsing against the inside of 
my Wrangler’s, needing to be freed. 


She moves in closer, her lips stopping just short of mine 
while her hand slides my zipper down and then she fists my 
cock through my underwear. 


If I’m not careful l'Il explode like an untapped oil well right 
now, even though the untapped well I want to tap more than 
anything is her. 


But there’s not gonna be any tapping to it. I’m gonna hit it 
and hit it hard. And this isn’t about a hit and run, a dine and 
dash, or anything of the sort. 


| want her as mine... always. 


But the first time there’s no way I’m going to be able to 
control myself. She’s brought out the animal in me and 
there’s no putting him back in his cage. 


“How’s that?” she asks, her hot breath entering my open 
lips. 


“Keep doing what you’re doing and you'll find out exactly 
how it is.” 


She smirks and | can’t take it anymore. My hand comes up, 
engulfing the back of her head as I pull her in close, her lips 
crashing into mine. 


The force and the fireworks of our kiss cause her hand to 
clench, grabbing my rod even harder reminding me that 
although her kiss is the sweetest thing in the world, | still 
need to release this pain or else I’m going to explode. 


She reads my mind, quickly unbuttoning my flannel shirt 
and kissing her way down the center of my body until she 
reaches the top of my drawers. 


Playfully, she pulls the elastic waistband and lets it snap 
back into place. 


| lean back, my eyes closing and then feel the cool night air 
as she wiggles my briefs off, freeing my rod for what I can’t 
wait for her to do. 


Wasting no time | feel her stack her hands one on top of the 
other as her warm, moist mouth engulfs the crown of my 
cock while her hands stroke up and down. 


“Fuck, baby. You sure know how...” 


| can’t even finish my sentence, my thought, my anything. 


All | can think about is how amazing she feels, how her 
mouth is like a pocket for my cock and how much | can’t wait 
to empty everything I’ve got inside it. 


But this is just the beginning. It’s not just her mouth | want 
to fill, her throat | want to coat, but it’s her womb | want to 
paint with my seed... breed her and make a baby with her. 
Hell, twins or even triplets would be better. 


And that’s exactly what I’m going to do, fill her pussy with 
my juice, but not until our first time. Right now is about 
this, this connection, and no matter how much | try to hold 
back I’m lost in the moment. 


Suddenly her hands pull back and she takes damn near half 
of my ten inches in her tiny mouth. 


That’s all | can handle. 


My hands shoot out, finding the sides of her head as my 
muscles involuntarily contract, causing me to fist her hair as 
she slides her face up and down my pole. 


“Uh...uh...oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” 


“Come in my mouth,” she gurgles, the vibrations from her 
words bouncing off the sides of my fat dick which 
completely fills her moist mouth sends me over the top. 


My body bends forward violently as | unload inside her 
mouth, feeling my hot, wet ropes cover the back of her 
throat. 


Somehow she manages to keep her face down, my dick 
buried inside her, as she takes everything | have to give... 
and then some more when I go right into a second round. 


My entire upper body heaves as | try and get air. | work out 
like a fiend and spend my day doing all kind of cowboy 
work, yet for the first time in my life | can’t catch my breath. 


Finally | fall back onto the log behind me and her head 
comes off my cock, the popping of the vacuum sound filling 
the space around us. 


She looks like a lion, fresh from a kill, but her face isn’t 
covered in blood. As a matter of fact it’s not covered in 
anything. She swallowed every last drop, her commitment 
blowing me away. 


| know how much | had to give and I can’t believe she took it 
all... all of it. 


And the thought of that, the hunger in her eyes and the 
matching famine in my belly hits me right in the chest, 
letting me know that now it’s time for this wolf to feast on 
what’s his...for the first time. 


CHAPTER 8 


Harmony 


Maverick’s hands grab me forcefully by the hips and he 
spins me sideways and over onto my back on a blanket | 
didn’t know was there. He must have just brought it...and 
the wild animal that’s coming out from inside him is 
threatening to bring me right into a climax of my own. 


| can still taste his cream, feel it covering the front of my 
teeth no matter how many times | run my tongue over 
them. The salty spooge tasted even better than | imagined, 
because dreaming about it can only take you so far...seeing 
what I did to this man, how much pleasure | gave him in real 
life, in the moment, means everything. 


And the look in his eye right now says he’s about to eat 
every single part of me. 


His hands yank down my jeans, apparently no need to 
unbutton them as he shimmy’s them down the sides of my 
hips. 


My thighs feel the cool breeze mixed with the heat of the 
fire, but it’s the fire inside that has my skin boiling a bright 
shade of red. 


“What are you doing?” | know the answer, but | want to hear 
it from his lips. My ears need to hear it and my entire being 
needs to process it and feel the sensation it brings. 


“You know what I’m doing,” he smirks as his eyes move from 
mine to my white, lace panties and back to my eyes again. 


“| want to hear you Say it.” 


“Good,” he growls. “Because | want you to know exactly 
what’s about to go down here.” 


“Go down?” | wink. 


“You're damn right. I’m going to go down on your incredible 
peach and swallow it whole.” 


“How do you know it’s not going to swallow you whole?” 


His nostrils flare as he stares at my panties, like a kid on 
Christmas day savoring the moment he’s going to rip off the 
wrapping paper and see in front of his very eyes, what he’s 
wanted his entire life. 


Just as much as I can see how that’s going to make a switch 
inside Maverick flip, | know it’s going to do the same to me. 


“It is going to swallow me whole. That’s exactly what I’m 
looking forward to, and that’s why I’m going to tie you down 
and show you who you belong to.” 

“Tie me down? You don’t have a rope.” 

“You wanna bet?” 


a | n 


Before | can get the words out, in one motion reminiscent of 
a caveman, he yanks my panties down to mid thigh before 
just physically saying ‘fuck it,’ as his fists grab the fabric 


and he pulls them to the sides, ripping them clean in half 
and perfectly exposing my pussy directly to him...a perfect 
path for him to take me. 


And he wastes no time reaching behind the log and pulling 
out a freaking rope and swiftly swooping it around my wrists 
before | even know what’s happening. 


“Oh my god, Maverick.” 


The thought of being tied up while he eats me out has my 
mind racing a mile a minute. | feel my heart punching 
against my ribcage and any smirks, attempts at humor or 
wordplay, or anything of the like are immediately the 
furthest thing from my mind. 


| had no idea he had a rope back there, let alone that he’d 
use it. 


And most importantly how much I'd like it. 

“Mine,” he growls. 

“Yours,” | whimper, sending his face right into my lap. 

His flattened tongue licks right up my crease and my back 
arches as my head rolls from side to side and then in circles 
like I’m some sort of wrestler practicing neck bridges on a 
mat. 

But the only bridge here is the one from his mouth to my 
pussy that’s joining us in a way I’ve wanted for so damn 


long. 


“Maverick,” | exhale. 


“Ummm,” he growls into my folds, causing my ass cheeks to 
tighten as | struggle to free my hands of the rope even 
though I have no idea why. 


It’s so damn erotic and | Know there’s no way I’m freeing 
myself from any knot that Maverick’s tied... nor do | want to. 


Just the thrill of it, the thoughts it sends through my head, is 
all that | need. 


And to imagine that I’ve got all this mental stimulation and 
the oral stimulation...it’s too much. 


“I’m gonna finish, Mav,” | moan. 

“No!” he demands, his face coming off my pussy. | look 
down my body at him, seeing his fierce face staring right 
back up at me. “Not until l'm done. Not until | say so. You 
understand me, woman?” 

| nod. 


a Say it.” 


“Yes,” | breathe out hard, sending him right back to work on 
my clit. 


| bite down hard on my lower lip, tasting blood, as I try and 
breathe in through my nose. 


It’s no use. 
| open my mouth and suck in as much of the fresh country 


air as | can, but even in the middle of nowhere, a fire nearby 
and a breeze, | can still smell one thing clearly. 


Sex. 

| don’t know if it’s him, or me, or more than likely both. And 
even though I’ve never had sex, or made love, it smells just 
like | thought it would when it comes to us. 

Hot and heavy and thick as thieves. 

And this man’s not going to steal my virginity, I’m going to 
give it to him on a silver platter as a gift to both of us, and 
more so me, judging by the way he’s devouring the fruit 
between my legs. 

He moans against my flesh as his tongue literally lassoes my 
clit, twisting it, holding it down, and then tapping it with the 
tip. 

“Maverick, | can’t control...” 


“Now,” he rumbles into my pussy and | unleash on his 
command. 


| feel his tongue pierce my hole, sliding up inside me as | 
unload on it like it’s a red carpet laid out for me and me 
alone. 


My hips buck and my leg kicks. My toes curl in my boots as 
my arms shake as my body quivers like I’m possessed. 


And lam. 
I’m his, and there’s no going back. 
Good... because he’s mine just as much as | belong to him. 


Forever just started... right fucking now. 


CHAPTER 9 


Harmony 


Wednesday, July 3%, 2019 


“Wow, was | ever knocked out,” Hank says as he stretches 
his arms to the ceiling, stepping down from the last step and 
into the living room in the morning. “Anything happen last 
night?” 


Maverick and | exchange a super quick look and | choke 
back asmile. “Nah, just another quiet night down on the 
farm.” 

“Makes sense without me to liven things up.” 

Maverick shakes his head as Hank makes his way into the 
kitchen. | hear the hot coffee being poured from a pot into 
his cup and Maverick tries to use the sound as a cover to 
slap my ass. 


| grit my teeth, turn and raise a playful fist to him... but | 
can’t help but smile. 


We take separate seats in the living room just as Hank walks 
in. 


“What was that sound?” 
“Beef jerky.” 


“Beef jerky?” 


“Yeah, watch.” Maverick takes a stick and slaps it against 
his forearm. Surprisingly it does have somewhat of a similar 
tone to it. | want to laugh, looking at that dried up piece of 
meat. | definitely thought my ass was a lot juicer and 
livelier...at least that’s how Maverick described it last night 
when he spanked me for being what he called a bad girl. 


He said | was bad for keeping my feelings all to myself. We 
could have already been together by now, to which | 
reminded him as soon as | turned eighteen | did come 
looking for him, or at least put myself in his path. 


The age thing definitely took the wind out of his sails. He’s 
a throwback, old-school, and as much as he’s shown just 
how much he cares about me I know he cares about the 
safety of children too...and no way would he have 
entertained the idea of being with me if | was under age. 
But he did entertain the idea of having kids... with me. 

It was just in passing, but he did mention it. | liked that he 
Said it so casually, under the moonlight, as if it was a 
foregone conclusion. 

I’m glad it is for him, because it sure as heck is for me. 
“That’s weird,” Hank says. 

“Why?” 

“It almost sounds like someone slapping someone's ass.” 
“Slapping someone’s ass?” Maverick raises an eyebrow and 


| feel my body sinking into the cushions below and behind 
me. 


“Yeah, | guess that’s not really possible though... is it?” 


“Definitely not,” Maverick jumps in. “Keep your hands to 
yourself, buddy. Nobody’s putting a hand on my backside.” 


Hank’s gaze lazily drifts from Maverick to me and then 
back. My heart’s thumping and | really get the impression 
that Maverick’s song and dance around his question wasn’t 
exactly the reassuring answer that Hank was after. 

“How’s the coffee?” 

Hank takes a sip, letting the thought go...or so | thought. 
“Doesn't taste like yours usually does. Did you brew it?” 

“I did,” | say quickly. 


“You drink coffee, sis?” 


“No, but | wanted to help out. | am a guest and all so it’s 
good manners.” 


“Good manners. Right.” 


Now I’m pissed. He’s giving me some sort of look as if to 
say, “Is that why you pleased the host while | was knocked 
out last night?” But I’m not going to acknowledge it. That 
will only confirm his suspicions. 


“Well, | guess there are a lot of ways to display manners, and 
probably lots of ways, other than coffee, to get energy in the 
morning.” 


“You got something to say... buddy?” Maverick says, his gaze 
steeling. 


“Sorry, maybe I’m just disappointed about yesterday and I’m 
taking it out on my two... partners.” 


“Maybe you are.” 


“Well, as my partners, and family, | hope you can 
understand where I’m coming from.” 


“I understand that we should all go out for some fresh air. | 
think it will do us all some good,” | say. 


“I'd say so,” Hank says, but just stands there, waiting for the 
two of us to go first. 


Is he saying, with his body language, that he doesn’t want to 
leave the two of us alone? 


Does he know what I think he knows? 


Was he really asleep all that time or maybe, just maybe, he 
got up and looked out the window or something. 


Maverick and | were careful to be back in our respective 
rooms by dawn in case the sunrise woke Hank up. It didn’t, 
but it sure looks like he’s completely awake to what’s going 
on between Maverick and l...and that makes it very clear 
why he’s acting like he got up on the wrong side of the bed 
this morning. 


Getting a chance to sleep with Maverick just became that 
much more challenging. 


CHAPTER 10 


Maverick 


Friday, July 5, 2019 


Hank shoves two fingers into the lower part of his mouth and 
whistles loud enough the whole parade can hear him, 
despite the clapping for the parade marshall. 


This year they picked Amber Marshall, one of the stars of the 
CBS television drama called Heartland. Apparently she’s 
known as “the horse-whispering miracle girl.” 


Amber Marshall is the parade marshall...go figure. They 
couldn't have picked someone with a better surname in a 
million years, which just heightens my desire for Harmony to 
“pick” mine, to be mine, and for more than just a million 
years. Forever. 


In a strange way, this Amber Marshall woman, who’s the 
parade marshall, almost reminds me of this one weird author 
Harmony was telling me about...calls herself Flora Ferrari. 
She uses an Italian pen name, but from what Harmony can 
gather she’s actually a hop, skip, and a jump across the 
Adriatic...not even in Italy at the moment. You’d think she’d 
write fast-paced Italian mafia stories, or maybe even 
scientific books about plant life, but Harmony says she 
always gets sidetracked by Russian guys and things like that 
from time to time. Beats the heck outta me. Not my thing. 
And | never get sidetracked by any other woman on this 
planet. Heck, to me they don’t even exist. Harmony is the 
only one for me. 


As nice of a person this year’s parade marshall, Amber, 
seems to be, not that | Know her or have ever watched the 
show, there’s only one horse-whispering miracle girl in my 
book... Harmony. 


And she’s the star of this drama right now that’s currently 
playing out between her brother and I. 


| look over and watch Hank whistle again as his body 
wobbles just before he polishes off another Molson. “Look, 
Mav. Butch and Billy are up in the V.I.P. booth and they’re 
waving us up. 


Hank’s right. How in the world two of our competitors, and 
two self-admitted “friends in low places,” made their way up 
into the V.I.P. is beyond me...and I’m not about to let this 
opportunity pass me by. 


“Let’s go, buddy,” Hank says, a smile so big you’d swear he 
just sold a breeding horse for a couple million bucks... not 
that either of us has breeding horses, but if we did, would 
that ever be a payday. 


“I’m pooped out after last night.” I’m not, but | was full of 
energy last night for the sneak a peek night the day before 
the actual opening parade for Stampede. Yesterday, as with 
every year, they opened up the grounds early for a few 
hours and let people snoop around a bit... which we took full 
advantage of. 


| just hope Hank’s too drunk to snoop around tonight... 
because I’ve got a plan. 


“Cowboy up, Mav! Stampede’s only once a year. Let’s go!” 


“| know, but—” 


“Weren’t you the one who was saying all our rowdy friends 
have settled down? Now look at you, tired guy.” 


“I know, it’s just—” 


“Whatever,” Hank says before waving me off and moving 
quickly toward Butch and Billy’s area. 


Thank god. 


| use the opportunity to slide out, knowing Harmony’s back 
home working on her riding and penning. 


Earlier, when | suggested to Hank that we all do the same, 
as a team, he wasn’t hearing it. No way he wanted to miss 
opening night...and right now all | can think about is 
opening the door when | get home and seeing my woman 
there waiting for me. 


| move quickly to my Ford F150, completely sober of course, 
and drive home. Leaving the Stampede is easy as pie right 
now. The line to get in is amess. Nobody in their right mind 
is trying to leave at the pinnacle of the parade... except me. 


That’s because I’m not in my right mind. | haven’t been able 
to concentrate or think of anything but Harmony since | first 
laid eyes on her just four short days ago. 


And four days might be a short amount of time, but for the 
first time in my life | understand what it’s like when you 
meet the one. | don’t need any time to think this over, to 
date, or any of that stuff. No time in beating around the 
bush. 


| want a ring on her finger and a baby in her belly pronto, 
and I’m gonna make it happen. 


| turn up the radio when my favorite Garth Brooks tune 
comes on and for the first time in years | catch myself 
thumping my thumb against the steering wheel and singing 
along. 


| should act like a grown man, but to hell with it. | go all in, 
rolling down the window and belting out the tune. | don’t 
care about anything right now...only her, and the way she 
makes me feel has me doing things | never would and 
daggumit if it doesn’t feel great. 


And what’s going to feel the best is when | claim her for the 
first time on the night of the fourteenth. | already booked us 
a swanky hotel on the outskirts of town. The fourteenth is 
when Tim McGraw performs to close down this year’s 
Stampede. The whole province will be there...except the 
two of us. We'll have that hotel all to ourselves, at least 
until the wee hours of the morning when the revelers start 
coming back. 


How am I gonna deal with Hank then? 


| still haven’t figured that out, but there’s no way | can just 
say I’m tired again... especially after playing that card 
tonight. 


At some point, if not already, the switch is gonna flip and 
he’s gonna remember that Harmony is at my place and 
that’s exactly where I’m headed. 


Sure, he’ll get a ride home later. There are plenty of our 
buddies who can drop him off, although | bet most of them 
are drunk too. 


Good. None of us ever drinks and drives which means that 
they'll have to call a cab or a friend, which will take forever 
in this traffic. 


More time | get with my woman. 


And she is mine. The only question is can | show the self- 
restraint needed to wait nine more days? 


Honestly? I’m not a gambling man, but if | was... wouldn’t 
put a penny on it. 


The rules change when I’m in her presence, and by change | 
mean they all fly out the window. 


When I pull up to the house in a few more minutes... if | see 
her there alone, through the window, in those red pajamas 
she had on last night... well the big bad wolf in me might 
come out and devour every last bit of her. 


There’s nothing more | want in this world than to do to 
exactly that. 


To make her mine. 


CHAPTER 11 


Harmony 


| get Daisy into a stall knowing this is my last day to train 
with her. She’s not a cattle penning horse, and I’m not that 
kind of rider, so we’re both way out of our element. 


“Good girl,” | say, running my hand over her nose. She 
brings her face close to mine and | can’t help but give hera 
big hug. 


The competition for our class is in two days... less than forty- 
eight hours. Tomorrow Daisy will rest and then we'll all wake 
up the next morning for what we hope is a full day of 
competition. 


Knowing a good showing is Maverick’s dream, | really want 
to come through for him. That’s not entirely true though. 
Maverick doesn’t want a good showing...he wants to win, 
and so dol. 


| never knew how competitive | could be, but being that this 
is what my man wants so badly... well, | want it badly too. 


My man. 
Just thinking of him like that sends chills down my spine and 
goosebumps forming everywhere, which are only amplified 


seconds later. 


“Hey,” the husky voice from behind booms. 


| jump, startled, and Daisy whinnies. 


| turn quickly and take in the sight of him leaning against 
the stall’s gate. 


God, he looks so sexy. 


A single wheat stem hangs from his mouth, his head cocked 
to the side and his cowboy hat tipped back. His white T-shirt 
is taught across his barrel chest, right down across his 
washboard abs and then it separated from his blue jeans by 
a thick leather belt, and an even thicker and bigger buckle. 


“I thought you were at the parade.” 
“| was, but I’d rather be here... with you.” 
| swallow hard. “What about Hank?” 


“He’s three sheets to the wind and well on his way to being 
drunk as a skunk.” 


“He must be lonely, his fiancé being so far away for such a 
long time and all.” 


“Most likely, yes,” he says, pushing off from the gate with his 
shoulder as he straightens his body upright. “But I think he 
senses what’s going on between us and that’s got him 
concerned even more.” 


“What is going on between us...| mean...tonight?” 
One of Maverick’s big leather boots pushes off the straw 


floor while the other moves toward me. “Well, Hank’s got 
the parade and then a good three more hours of singing, 


dancing, and other acts during the grandstand show 
tonight.” 


“Plus another twenty to thirty minutes of fireworks after.” 


“Oh, the fireworks are about to start right... now,” he says, 
closing the distance between us with his long, effortless 
strides. 


“Fireworks around all this straw?” | cock an eyebrow. 


“I've been about to spontaneously combust all day, and the 
fireworks between us are more than lit. It’s time to set them 
off,” his matter of fact deep timbre pitch states. 


Just steps from me he reaches down and his big hands grab 
his T-shirt, pulling it up and over his head in the sexiest of 
ways as my eyes zoom in on the V-shaped area between his 
hip bones and lower abdominal region that goes from both 
sides of the obliques and funnels at angles that sort of point 
right to his cock...the thing | want most right now. 


He tosses his shirt to the side, and scoops me up. The 
blisters and calluses of his hands only accentuate just how 
masculine he is. 

He carries me back and out of the Daisy’s stall and into the 
walkway that runs through the barn, separating each side 
from the other. 

“Where are you taking me?” 


“Where do you think I’m taking you?” 


“| think you’re taking me inside, but | Know where | want you 
to take me... where I’ve dreamed of you taking me for the 


first time.” 


“Our first time isn’t tonight...as hard as it is to say it, and is it 
ever hard, it can’t be regardless of much as we want it to 
be. You deserve more. You deserve—“ 


“Exactly what | want, right?” 

He freezes in his tracks. Now the two of us are just there, 
motionless. He’s standing, holding me, looking down at 
me... but not saying a word. 


“Maverick.” 


He nods ever so slightly, his eyes hanging on to my next 
words. 


“I’m not a fancy girl and you’re not a fancy guy. We know 
that. It’s not who we are and we shouldn’t pretend. l'm a 
cowgirl and you’re a cowboy. Those aren’t just words, 
they’re a way of life. And you know I’ve always dreamed 
about a life with you... creating life with you. And to be 
honest?” 


“Always.” 


“I always dreamed we'd create that life somewhere not just 
like here, but exactly here.” 


His fingers tighten their grip and a growl escapes his lips. 


“We can’t deny who we are. That’s what you’re saying, 
right?” 


“Exactly.” 


“Good, because | don’t want to...and | don’t want to deny 
what we want either.” 


“Not want...need,” | correct. 

His nostrils flare and he bares his teeth. 

“And | need you more than anything in this world, ever.” 
“Good. Then take me, because I’m yours.” 


“Mine,” he snarls. “You’re damn right... you’re mine.” 


CHAPTER 12 


Maverick 
“Do I stink?” she asks. 
“Stink?” My head pulls back as | carry her into the one stall | 
keep absolutely sparkling clean at all times. “You smell like 
the sweetest flower after a fresh, Summer rain.” 
“Oh my god. Where did that come from?” 
“The truth, because it is.” 
“But I’ve been riding Daisy for hours.” 
“Which explains why you smell sweet, and even if you didn’t 
just knowing you broke a sweat riding Daisy, putting in 
work... Knowing that you’re doing this for me...that’s the 
ultimate pheromone, especially because it comes from you.” 
Her mouth opens slightly as | change my grip to balance her 
in one hand and reach for a blanket with the other. She’s 
light as a feather so it’s easy, and | grab a hold of the 
blanket and prepare to toss it out. 
“What are you doing?” 
“Throwing a blanket down.” 


“Don’t. | want to feel everything.” 


“You'll get poked by the straw.” 


“I'm going to get poked by something much bigger than 
that, and | want to feel it all. | want my first experience to 
be one where | truly experience everything. We can do slow 
and nice later. Right now I want nothing more than to watch 
you take me just how you want to, because | know you want 
to...and | want it too.” 


“| don’t think you're ready for that.” 

“Try me,” she says with a set jaw. 

“Your mind might be ready, but not your body.” 

“You have no idea how many times I’ve touched myself to 
thoughts of you, how many times I’ve slid in a finger only for 
it to quickly become two or even three.” 

My pulse quickens even more as I gently lay her back down 
on a bunch of soft straw, keeping my big body above hers. 
There’s just something primal about my dominant pose that 
| can’t even fathom, yet the irony is that she’s just as 
dominant as me. She’s the one who owns me, just as | own 
her...and soon that will be official. 


“Because of me?” 


“| knew you'd be thick and long and something always told 
me, a voice in my head, that you would be mine.” 


“l'm yours all right.” 
“Then prove it.” 


“Is that a threat?” 


“It’s everything you want it to be, and everything | want 
too... which is you, and only you.” 


“Damn, woman.” 


She reaches for my belt buckle and makes quick work of it 
as | unbutton her blouse. | yank the fucker back and her 
shoulder blades come together behind her, pushing her 
chest out into my face. 


| grab each cup of her bra with my hands, wringing the 
material and her breasts beneath it in my hands until | 
squeeze too much and one of her tits pops out, flipping the 
switch inside me. 


My other hand quickly slides around behind her, unhooking 
her bra with a scissoring of my first and middle finger 
allowing her breasts to fall free... if it wasn’t for my mouth. 


| press them together, taking her nipples in my mouth as | 
flick her taut tips, feeling her peaks pebble as | taste them. 


She breathes out hard, and her pelvis writhes beneath me 
and then up as she presses it against my already fully erect 
cock. 


Damn, | have to have this woman. What in the hell was | 
thinking, thinking | could wait nine more days? 


I’m a fool, but I’m a genius when it matters most... her. 
Having this woman in my life, forever, is easily the smartest 
thing I, or any man, could ever do. But there will never be 
“any man,” only this man. Me. She’s going to be mine 
tonight and always, and the knowledge of that fact alone 
sends my possessiveness sky high, crashing through the roof 
of the barn. 


| grab her jeans and yank them down to her mid-thigh, but | 

don’t stop. She wiggles her body, the straw underneath her 
surely cutting her skin, but she doesn’t care...and neither do 
l. 


Do | want her safe and comfortable at all times? Yes, and 
no. Yes in that | always want to be her protector, but no in 
that she'll never be safe with me. I’m alone wolf on the 
prairie on a full moon night. But not anymore. I’ve found 
my mate and proving once again that humans are indeed 
animals | tip my head back and howl like a demon 
possessed. 


Her eyes shoot open wider than before as she moans loudly. 


In this moment | feel nothing, hear nothing, see nothing... 
but her. 


She’s everything, my world. And that’s how it will always 
be. 


“Fuck me, Maverick. Fuck me so good l'Il be able to feel it 
for the rest of my life.” 


“Our life,” | say, reminding her that we're one for eternity 
now. 


“Ours.’ 


| kick my jeans off and her hands feverishly tear at my 
briefs. | yank them down and off just as she does the same. 


There we are, naked in the hay. 


| slide my hands under her and roll over onto my back. No 
way am I going to thrust into her and mark up her beautiful 
back. Plus it’s not called cowgirl style for nothing. 


| lay there, staring up at her, watching as she flexes her ass 
and legs and comes up and on top of me, putting her 
entrance right at my tip. 


“This is it. This is forever. There’s no going back now.” 


“Going back was never an option, never a thought. It was 
only ever about us...and now it’s time.” 


| grab her ass just as she releases the tension in her glutes 
and slides right down my pole. 


My eyes roll back in my head and my entire world seems to 
spin and becomes more alive and vibrant than ever, both at 
the same time. 


What’s that fancy psychology term? Cognitive dissonance? 
The one where the mind can’t hold two conflicting beliefs at 
the same time? 


Well then how can | feel so alive, so perfect, so everything 
good about this world at the same time | don’t even feel like 
I’m on this planet? 


How can | so clearly process what’s happening at the same 
time my head is spinning furiously? 


But most importantly the belief that I’d be single forever, a 
cowboy alone on the range and happy about it, has long 
washed from my mind. That belief is completely shattered 
and replaced, thanks to her. 


Now | see our children, our dogs, our animals... our life 
together. 


And that’s all that matters. 


My balls are already starting to pull up, nature taking the 
lead and leading us to what we both need...a family 
together. 


“Maverick!” she yells as she bounces up and down on my 
rod. 


My fingers squeeze her ass hard as | thrust her up and down 
my entire length as she somehow takes all ten inches. 


| can’t breath. | can’t think. | can only feel. 


And suddenly | feel liquid splashing all over my lower abs 
and chest. | open my eyes to see she’s coming so furiously 
she’s damn near squirting all over me. The friction and 
suction causing her juices to spew each time | yank her back 
up my rod and then again as her drenched pussy bottoms 
out on my shaft. 


That’s it. | can’t take anymore. 

“Harmony! Oh fuck, baby.” 

“Yes. Come, Maverick. Come in my wet pussy. Fill me with 
your seed. Make a baby with me as you make me keep 
coming so hard | pass out.” 

Her words are the last straw, sending my shoulders down 


into the hay as my entire midsection thrusts up once more 
and | absolutely unload an orgasm for the ages. 


My body bucks wildly as she grabs my torso, holding on for 
dear life as | foam at the mouth, filling her with my hot, 
creamy gift. 


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I’m cooooom—” | yell and she continues 
squirting, coating my rod with her juices as | fill her with 
mine. 


Biology and breeding take over and | spin to the side, 
throwing her on her back as she spasms as | make sure all 
my seed has the force of gravity behind it. I’m not letting a 
single drop spill out. 


| know her pussy is greedy for me and I’m making sure she 
keeps it... all of it, and damn is there a lot. 


I’ve been waiting my entire life for this, I just never knew it 

until | met her. And damn, | never could have guessed how 
many thick, white ropes | could have thrown inside her... not 
in a million years. 


| continue climaxing buckets until finally my body stills. Her 
midsection kicks one more time, like a violent hiccup, but | 
know it has nothing to do with anything like that... and | 
know there won’t be any hiccups when it comes to making a 
family with her. 


We are meant for each other, and dammit if | don’t know 
with one hundred percent certainty that this seed is gonna 
take. 


| leave my dick inside her, not just to make sure, but for the 
feel of it. | don’t want this moment to ever end. 


There can only be one first time, and this is it. In one way | 
could die right now a complete man. 


And in another this would be the greatest tragedy in human 
history. 


Why? 


Because I’m the luckiest man in human history, no if’s, and’s 
or but’s. And | want to live out this miracle that is her... us. 


Time seems to stand still until at the end of the barn, 
through the opening way down there, I can see the full 
moon. 


Figures she brought out the beast in me, that only she could. 


| carefully slide my cock from her channel, cupping her wet 
hole, making sure to keep everything inside. 


“You don’t want any to spill out, do you?” 

“Never.” 

“Good. Neither do I.” 

| nod. “We better continue then...just to make sure.” 


“Just to make sure,” she agrees before giving me a big, ol’ 
way too obvious wink and an even bigger smile. 


| look down at my dick and her eyes follow. 
“You're still hard,” she says in complete shock. 
“For you, always.” 


“Good, because we’ve got all night.” 


“No,” | correct. “You're mine... forever.” 


CHAPTER 13 


Harmony 


Saturday, July 6, 2019 
| feel a strange vibration underneath my shoulder. 
Rubbing the sleep from my eye, | slowly open it, and then 
the other, trying to adjust to the morning light coming into 


the barn. 


| look next to me to see Maverick completely passed out, his 
long arms still somehow wrapped around me. 


“What’s that?” he moans, his voice this morning somehow 
even deeper than normal. 


“My thoughts exactly.” 

| roll to my side and finally realize it’s my phone. It must 
have fallen out during our... well, everything last night that 
lead to deep into this morning. 

| dig in the straw for it, pulling it out, only to see the time. 
10:43 a.m. 

Oh. My. God. 

There are over a dozen missed calls and messages, and the 


current one is from my brother... which | don’t answer in 
time. 


“Hank’s been trying to reach me,” | panic. 

“He probably wants in,” Maverick casually replies. “Oh 
shit!” He jumps up out of the hay. “We left him outside all 
night.” 


“Apparently he slept at a friend’s house when we didn’t 
answer.” 


“How do you know?” Maverick says, dusting himself off. 
“I’m scrolling through his messages from last night right 
now. They start off with, ‘Hey, I’m on my way,’ and quickly 


escalate to, ‘open the damn gate.” 


Maverick digs for his phone and quickly scrolls through his 
messages. “Yeah, | got a‘fuck you guys’ on mine.” 


“| got the same.” 


| don’t know why but we both burst out laughing all of a 
sudden. 


Maverick sits back down with me in the hay and kisses me 
hard. “Good morning, by the way.” 


“Good morning,” | say, grabbing his cock which hardens 
immediately to my touch. 


My phone buzzes again, but | ignore it. 
“We can check our phones in a minute.” 


“Only a minute?” | shoot him asad puppy face. 


“Time flies when you’re having fun so by a minute I mean a 
couple hours.” 


| wink. He smirks. And we pick up right where we left off. 


CHAPTER 14 


Harmony 


“Cowboys aren’t stable, Harmony,” Hank says as he shovels 
in another bite of eggs at the pancake breakfast where we’re 
meeting. 


It may well be after noon, but that's never stopped Hank 
from ordering breakfast. 


He smells like a saloon and practically fell into the booth 
when he arrived. Thank god he’s not driving, although | 
know I’d never have to worry about him drinking and 
driving. 


“So you’re saying you’re not stable then?” It’s clear he 
knows something went down between Maverick and | last 
night and he’s not liking it. 


Maverick didn’t join us this morning as he had to prepare 
everything for tomorrow's final. Hank should be there too, 
but right now we need to get him some food and sobered up 
or he’s liable to be drunk even tomorrow. 


The question I really have is did he get shitfaced because he 
wanted to, because his fiancée’s been out of town for two 
months already, or because he’s so stressed out over what’s 
happening between his best friend and his little sister? 


Probably a perfect cocktail, a trifecta of all those events at 
once. 


“Maverick’s a loose cannon,” he continues. 


“Did you come here to put food in your mouth or just 
badmouth your best friend?” 


“He is my best friend. He’s a guy, just like me. You're not. 
You're a woman, and more importantly my sister. What 
Maverick does doesn’t bother me, until it involves you.” 


“And what, exactly, does Maverick do?” My eyes burn holes 
through Hank as he stops chewing for a second. 


“He’s got a reputation.” 
“Maybe it’s not even true?” 
“So you are sleeping with him?” 


“Oh my, god!” | pound the table, causing an elderly couple 
to look over our way and then slide to the side of their booth 
that’s furthest from ours. “You’re how many years older than 
me? Fourteen. And who’s acting immature right now and 
who’s acting like an adult?” 


“That’s right,” he shoots back with no remorse or guilt in his 
voice. “I’m fourteen years older than you, just like 

Maverick. He’s thirty-two and you’re eighteen, so if you take 
that fourteen year age difference and divide it by your ‘oh so 
wise’ eighteen years,” he says using air quotes, “you’d see 
he’s seventy-seven point seven seven percent older than 
you.” 


“No wonder why they call it lucky sevens.” 


“Well, your luck may have run out.” 


“What the hell’s that supposed to mean?” | grit my teeth 
and lean forward across the booth. | really want to slap him 
and walk out right now, but before | do | have to know what 
he’s up to, and that starts by finding out what he means by 
that last sentence. 


“Clint is fit to ride tomorrow. All we have to do is call him 
and you’re replaced.” 


“Nice try, but I’m calling bullshit.” 
“He’s cleared. | Swear.” 


“He may be cleared to ride, but he wasn’t with us when we 
qualified, and no way will our competitors allow me, with a 
zero ranking, be replaced by someone with a four ranking. 
Of course they want the absolute beginner girl with no real 
experience out there tomorrow so they have a better shot to 
win.” 


“They’re cowboys. They’ve got honor and | already spoke 
with them. They’re all gonna agree to let him back on the 
team. They know we just hit a bad bit of luck and that you 
were just filling in.” 

“Filling in?” 

“Just like you are with Maverick until someone his own age 
comes along, someone more mature who matches him 
better, and then you'll be let loose just like a stray dog.” 

| stand up, my hands on my hips and my nostrils flaring. 


“Did you just call your sister a stray dog?” 


“It’s just a figure of speech.” 


| cock my hand back and slap him across the face. 


“Well you’re the one who's acting like a little bitch, and 
that’s not a figure of speech. That’s the damn truth!” 


| turn my back on him and storm out of the restaurant. 
| guess Maverick isn’t the only loose cannon now, huh? 


The only question is, is this whole situation about to backfire 
and explode in my face? 


CHAPTER 15 


Harmony 
| purse my lips as | stand under the shade of an old pine tree 
at Saddleback Ranch. | knew Clint liked to ride here, and 
from my vantage point it’s clear to see he’s very capable of 
doing just that right now, despite his arm being in a cast. 


| take a deep breath and set off to the edge of the pen where 
he’s practicing. 


“Clint,” | holler but he doesn’t hear me. 


Maybe it’s a sign that | should just turn around and go, but | 
doubt it. 


“Clint!” | yell louder and he pulls back on the reins. 


“Whoa, girl,” he says to his beautiful brown horse before 
turning to look at me. 


“Can I help ya, miss?” 

“You're Clint Westville?” 

“Lam.” 

“I'm Harmony... Hank’s younger sister.” 


He says nothing, just staring at me letting me know that 
everything makes sense to him all at once. 


“| just came to let you know | was only keeping your place 
on the team warm. | Know Hank was able to get you back on 
the team in time for the finals tomorrow.” 


“But | wasn’t there when the team qualified. You were.” 
“Like I said, just keeping your spot warm.” 


| try and keep a stiff upper lip but | feel it starting to 
tremble. 


“Hank said you might drop out on account of you not feeling 
like yourself lately, but are you sure?” 


Not feeling like myself lately? That prick, but that’s between 
him and |, not his friends. And that’s exactly why I’m here in 
the first place. 


Winning the cattle penning competition tomorrow is a dream 
they’ve all shared for years. Who am I to come in at the last 
second and try and steal some of the glory, or worse yet 
blow it and their chances of winning along with it. 


“Yeah, ya know. It’s a long way from New Zealand. Probably 
just jet lag or something.” 


“You sure? You earned the right to compete tomorrow. | 
didn’t.” 


“Beginner’s luck.” And now my luck’s run out. Hank is 
right. Clint is much more skilled than | am. They’re way 
better off with him tomorrow than with me. 


| think about all the broken bones Maverick has had in his 
life, and I’m sure any cowboy for that matter. Heck, Clint’s 
still injured right now, even though he’s been cleared to 


compete tomorrow. Do | really want to break my leg, 
literally, when all the boys get serious tomorrow? And the 
worst question is the one | really have to answer sooner 
rather than later. What about Maverick and I? 


Cattle penning is about the safest thing Maverick does. He 
also rides bulls, broncs, sleeps outside with bloodthirsty 
packs of wolves in the area, and that’s just for starters. 


He’s also completely used to the bachelor lifestyle. Am | 
really going to domesticate him, not that | want to at all. 
Maverick deserves to be free, just like his name. It’s nota 
coincidence he has that name, and probably nota 
coincidence | have mine. 


Let the boys be boys, right? All I have to do is keep the 
harmony...and | can do that best by stepping aside. 


I’m glad to have helped them qualify, but now it’s time for 
these cowboys to reach the top, tomorrow, without me. 


“You sure this is what you want?” Clint asks. | guess he can 
see it in my expression at this point. 


“It is, and as a matter of fact | have to run or I’m going to 
miss my plane back to New Zealand. Just do me one favor, 
Okay?” 


“Are you kidding me? l'Il do anything after the solid you’re 
doing me right now.” 


| knew it. He wants to ride more than anything, and I’m 
doing the right thing. 


“Don’t tell Hank and Mav. Just show up tomorrow and 
Surprise them.” 


“I’m not sure that’s a good idea. They should know so we 
can prepare.” 


“The bolt of energy they'll get will be like a shot of 
lightning. It will get them so fired up you'll probably set the 
record tomorrow.” 


“Yeah, | guess you might be right.” 
| nod. 


Clint reaches up, grabs the brim of his hat and takes it off, 
scratching his forehead with the back of his hand. “Thank 
ya, ma’am. | won’t ever forget this.” He tips his hat to me. 


| won’t ever forget this either, and that includes Maverick. 
But it’s clear my time in Canada is done. | need to make a 
stampede of my own and high-tail it back into town so | can 
find a coffee shop with good Wi-Fi...so | can book my flight 
to where | belong... anywhere but here. 


CHAPTER 16 


Maverick 
“I'm sorry, Mav. | thought you knew,” Buck says. 
“I'm sorry too,” | say, turning my head to the side and 
running the tip of my boot through the dirt, although it feels 
like | was just kicked in the head with said boot. 
“Guess | best be going then.” 
“Guess so.” I’m at a loss for words right now. 
“Just don’t shoot the messenger, okay buddy?” 
“Nope. | appreciate you telling me, Buck.” 


| extend my hand, we shake, and off Buck goes. 


| breath out hard, my cheeks puffing out as | process his 
words. 


So Harmony met up with Clint and the scuttlebutt is that 
either they’re planning something, she’s seeing him behind 
my back, or any other number of things that people gossip 
about these days...the days of cell phones and constant 
chatter. 


And that’s exactly why I need to take a step back and get it 
straight from the horse’s mouth. | dial her number... nothing. 


| can’t believe Buck said people are even saying they met on 
Tinder. The only Tinder Harmony or I know is the kind you 
throw into a campfire. A phone app for meeting other 
people when you’re horny and want to get your rocks off? 

No wonder people are lonely and unfulfilled these days. 


Not me, despite of this ‘news’ that’s circulating. | refuse to 
believe she’s cheating. If anything | wonder if Hank is 
behind this. 


Why would Harmony drop from the team when she’s the 
only reason we qualified in the first place? 


| don’t think Clint would have approached her, asking her to 
give him her spot. None of this makes sense and the whole 
thing stinks. 


| hit the one on my phone which speed dials her number. 
Nothing. 


I’m going to get everything here at the Stampede sorted for 
our team tomorrow and then hustle home and remind 
Harmony that she’s on it...always...not just tomorrow, but for 
life. 


She’s mine and that means forever. 


CHAPTER 17 


Harmony 


Hank texts me telling me Maverick is pissed because | met 
up with Clint. | see there was a missed call from Maverick, 
but | haven’t had time to answer him back. 


| was so lost in focus when he called that | didn’t even hear 
it ring. Booking a flight is hard work, especially when you’re 
not even sure where your life is going. 


But | do know where I’m not going... back to his place. 


| managed to quickly swing by and grab the few things | had 
there before booking a bus ticket back to my brother’s place, 
where l'Il soon be at as soon as this bus crosses the border 
and | can get out. The quickest flight out of Cheyenne was 
in the morning, so | need to grab my stuff from Hank’s place 
and then take another bus to Cheyenne before finally being 
on my way back to New Zealand... unfortunately where | 
belong. 


My lower lip quivers but | manage to hold my resolve. “This 
is for the best,” | say softly as the Canadian immigration 
official stamps my passport with the exit stamp. 


Yeah, I’m outta here all right...and outta Maverick’s life 
forever. It was childish of me to even come here... to think 
something could exist between Maverick and lI. 


I’m only eighteen and | have my whole life in front of me. lIl 
find another guy...no matter how many times | tell myself 


that | know it’s a lie. You can’t convince yourself of a lie 
when you know there’s absolutely no way it could ever be 
true. 


The only thing that’s true for me is my feelings for Maverick, 
but | need to turn the page on that. 


There are a lot of career women these days that are very 
satisfied. l'Il go back to New Zealand, get my degree, and 
then bury myself in my career. Heck, maybe l'Il even be 
famous. | could be a veterinarian and help animals. | smile. 
That would be pretty cool... if only | had Maverick there to 
share my joy with. 

“Passport,” the American immigration official says as if he’s 
the most bored human on the planet. When did we even 
pull forward to the U.S. Border? 

| hand him the document and he gives me the stink eye. 
“What are you doing in the States?” he asks. 

“Leaving.” 

“When?” 

“AS soon as | can.” 

“Let me see your ticket?” 

A staccato exhale escapes me as my shoulders pop up 
before falling back into place. If only he knew how badly | 


didn’t even want to be here in the first place. 


| pull out my phone and pull up the reservation which was 
sent to my Gmail account, and of course they automatically 


added it to my calendar and who knows what else. I’m 
surprised he doesn’t know with the amount of prying all 
those three letter government organizations do on their own 
citizens. 


“So you're flying out in the morning?” 
| nod. 


“Don’t miss your flight.” Could this guy be any more of a 
dick? 


“Believe me...| won’t. That’s the one thing in this world you 
Can count on.” 


He looks at me funny before he finally turns to leave, still 
glaring at me over his shoulder as if he’s waiting for me to 
say something he considers arrogant. 


But arrogant is the last thing | feel right now. If anything, 
this is the worst failure of my life...and I’m completely 
responsible for it. All of it. 


CHAPTER 18 


Harmony 


Sunday, July 7, 2019 


| sit in the boarding area, staring up at the screen waiting for 
my departure from Cheyenne Regional Airport to Dallas Fort 
Worth...and then Los Angeles and Sydney and finally 
Auckland. 


This is gonna be one heck of a thirty-one hour travel 
experience, and an experience | hoped I’d never have. 


“Now boarding American Airlines flight thirty one twenty- 
three,” comes over the speaker. 


“Let’s get this show on the road,” | say under my breath, 
doing a couple squats so | don’t get deep vein thrombosis 
from this marathon journey. 


| feel a vibration in my carry-on purse and decide to ignore 
it. 


| know Maverick’s been trying to call me, but | need to be 
strong right now. I’m doing this for us, regardless of how 
ridiculous that might sound in this moment. | should feel a 
lot better about this... but | don’t. 


My mind drifts back to all the fun we had doing that cattle 
penning and how it felt when we qualified for today’s final... 
the one I’m skipping. 


My. Phone. Won’t. Stop. Ringing. 

| reach in my bag to turn it off, making sure not to look at 
it... but instead of pressing the off button apparently | take 
the call because | hear my mom’s muffled voice. 
“Harmony!” she orders, and although | may be eighteen 
years old, and technically an adult, there will always be 
something about the sound of a parent calling your name 
that makes the hairs on your arms stand up straight and 
your back stiffen. 

ad Shit.” 


| bring the phone to my ear. “Harmony, you answer me right 
now, young lady.” 


“Yes, mom.” 
“Good, now, we need to talk.” 


“We can talk in about a day and a half, mom. I’m on my way 
back.” 


“Oh no you’re not. You went there to be with Maverick and 
that’s exactly what you’re going to do.” 


“| did not!” | pull the phone from my ear and stare at it. 


“Don’t pretend, honey. We all Know why you’re there and it 
wasn’t to see your brother.” 


“It was.” 


“Listen, where are you right now?” 


“I’m about to board my flight to Auckland.” 
“Where are you exactly?” 
“Cheyenne Airport, literally in line to board.” 


“Well you back your little hiney up and come down to the 
car rental.” 


“Car rental?” 

“Yes, look for the red Mustang at the Avis counter... your 
father couldn’t resist. And hurry...we can’t be late. The final 
starts at four this afternoon and you still have to check-in 
and all of that.” 


“I’m not competing, mom.” 


“No more excuses. We didn’t raise a quitter now get down 
here right now or l'Il put your father on the line.” 


| exhale hard, but can’t help but smile a bit too. 
“Red Mustang?” 


“You can’t miss it. Look for your dad’s bald dome behind the 
wheel and the ear-to-ear grin on his face.” 


“How many times do | have to tell you I’m not bald, I’m 
thinning,” my dad shoots back. 


“If | can get a sunburn from the reflection from your skull 
you're balding.” 


| hear my dad huff and I know he’s simmering and stewing 
now. | better get down there...don’t want to make him any 


angrier, plus | need to take his side. It’s how we always do 
it. 


And my moms right. I’m not a quitter. It’s time...time to go 
get my man... back. 


CHAPTER 19 


Maverick 
“| ain’t riding, Hank.” 


“Whaddya mean! This is the moment we’ve been waiting 
on.” 


“Yeah, the right way. This ain’t the right way. You basically 
pushed your sister off the team and now you want me to 
celebrate, along with you no less, and try to win a tainted 
award.” 


“It’s not tainted. Are you crazy? This is the championship of 
the highest class... class fourteen.” 


“It’s tainted the way you’re going about it and I’m not 
joining you. As a matter of fact I’m not even going to stand 
for this any longer. I’m outta here.” 


| take my cowboy hat and throw it into the dirt, daring him 
to cross it and come any closer to me. Hell, as far as I’m 
concerned this whole fiasco pretty much disqualifies the 
both of us from even calling ourselves cowboys. 


Being a cowboy isn’t just about riding horses, living off the 
land, lassos and cattle rustling. Being a cowboy is a way of 
life and when you become one it’s a badge of honor, one 
that you never own... you just take the knowledge and pass 
it down to the next generation of cowboys and cowgirls for 
that matter. 


Hollywood tries to package up our life with movies like City 
Slickers and TV shows like Gunsmoke. That’s fine for 
general population consumption, but that’s not us. What we 
have can never be captured and put in a bottle, or 
condensed into some package made for general 
consumption entertainment. 


And dammit if thoughts of consuming her haven’t been 
consuming me since the day we met. 


It’s time to cowboy the F up and go get my women, guns a 
blazin’. 


CHAPTER 20 


Hank 


| may be sitting on top of a horse right now, but | sure do 
feel a lot more like a jackass. 


The crowd points and laughs at the fact that I’m the only 
rider on my “team.” 


And it’s my own damn fault. 
| tried to control this entire situation and in doing so | royally 
screwed up, and it cost me the trust of my best friend and 


my sister in the process. 


Now there’s no team and there’s no Maverick and 
Harmony...and it’s all because of my selfishness. 


“| bet he doesn’t pin a single one,” someone from the crowd 
yells. 


“Hundred bucks if he gets one!” a drunkard yells. 


“Thousand if he even gets one in front of the pen, not even 
inside it.” 

The crowd wails and more importantly no one steps up and 
takes the bet. 


There is absolutely zero confidence in me right now, in my 
Skills. The whole point of this competition was for Maverick 


and | to show off our skills together, and now the crowd has 
not so subtly reminded me that without my best friend by 
my side there are no skills to show. Cattle penning is a team 
event. No way you can do it by yourself... no way. 


It’s the ultimate all or nothing event, and right now I’ma 
whole helluva lot of nothing... alone. 


“Ten seconds,” the announcer bellows out over the 
loudspeaker. You can even hear the laughter in his voice. 


| look up and see him put his hand over the microphone. 
“This outta be good,” he says to his co-announcer, but even 
with his hand over the mic he says it loud enough that the 
mic picks it up a bit. 


“This is gonna be the biggest shit show in the history of the 
Stampede and | can’t wait to watch!” another drunk guy 
yells, spilling peanuts on his red tank-top as he stands up to 
cheer. 


Great, now the entire peanut gallery, literally, is seated at 
the modern day Roman Coliseum and they’re ready to see 
the slaughter, the human sacrifice... me. 


What a fucking fool | was, and now I have to pay the price. 
“Five seconds...” 

“Five seconds to a fuck-up!” another person yells. 

| steel my jaw and get pissed off as hell. Screw it. If I’m 
gonna be a failure I’m at least gonna try. I’m going down 
with the ship. I’m not hanging my hat or putting my tail 


between my legs and trotting off stage. This is what | 
deserve and | deserved to feel the pain and be reminded of 


what I did. Plus | hope taking my medicine, in front of the 
entire country and all the people watching on TV and 
streaming online, will help my cause when I go to apologize 
to Mav and Harmony... and that’s exactly what I’m going to 
do as soon as the worst minute of my life, which is just about 
to start, ends. 


“Three seconds,” the announcer coughs out into the mic in- 
between laughs. 


“Yaw!” a throaty, deep voice echoes from behind me. 


“Giddy-up, Daisy!” a woman calls out from the same 
direction...the entrance to the ring where all eyes are now 
focused 


What the? 


The horn sounds and | feel a hard slap on my back and the 
gust of wind as a horse blows by me on one side and then 
the other. 


“Let’s go!” Mav calls out. 


“That one! Over there,” Harmony yells pointing to one of 
the cattle with a number three on it. “I’m sending her 
towards you, bro!” she yells. 


| pull back on the reins of my ride and my horse rises up on 
two legs as I turn her to the side, channeling the cattle that 
Harmony is already sending my way, into the pen. 


“Behind ya!” Maverick yells just as | pen the first cattle. | 
turn and see a second coming my way and | get my horse 
turned and the cattle runs right into the pen behind the first. 


Before | even know what’s going on, Harmony’s got the third 
coming my way and all | have to do is stay put. 


The calf turns on a dime and head’s right into the pen. 
“Time!” the announcer yells. 


“Ladies and gentlemen...a new Stampede record! Seven 
seconds!” 


The crowd goes absolutely wild as some of the other 
competitors complain that we cheated because Harmony 
and Maverick came shooting out of the gate... but it’s not 
cheating, if anything it puts us at a huge disadvantage. 


It doesn’t matter anyway. Maverick turns and stares down 
the complainers, baring his teeth and that’s quickly all they 
have to say about that as their bodies pull back and their 
mouths shut. 


“What took you so long?” | joke. 


“What took you so long,” Maverick fires back, “too see that 
the three of us make one helluva team, but only when we're 
together.” 


| nod, not able to say much of anything to that. He’s 
absolutely right. 


“Ladies and gentleman the winners of this year’s Calgary 
Stampede cattle penning championship... Maverick, Hank, 
and Harmony.” 


“Harmony,” Maverick says, looking up at the announcer’s 
booth. 


“Beg your pardon?” the announcer says. 


“You say her name first. First, because she’s a lady and 
second, without her we wouldn’t even be together. She’s 
the glue that binds, in more ways than anyone could ever 
know.” 


“Har-mon-y! Har-mon-y! Har-mon-y!” the crowd cheers as 
Maverick and | move to either side of her, taking her hands 
and raising them up high in the air. 


| look at my sis and see the biggest smile I’ve ever seen on 
her face in all her years. Then | look past her at Maverick 
just in time to see he’s got one more trick up his sleeve. 


CHAPTER 21 


Harmony 


Maverick quickly sweeps my hand in a downward motion as 
he simultaneously whips his leg over the top of his horse 
and dismounts in between his horse and Daisy. 


“Perfect timing for the gold medal presentation.” 


“| don’t need gold when I’ve got my diamond,” he says 
looking up at me. 


His free hand slides into his pocket and he whips out a tiny 
black box, popping off the top. 


The entire crowd gasps and then falls completely silent. 


“Beautiful, | knew you were the one the moment | laid eyes 
on you, and | always will because you always will be. We 
may have had a trying last twenty-four hours, but my 
commitment to you never wavered. If anything it only got 
stronger if that’s somehow possible, and it gave me the time 
to go out and find the most incredible diamond in the world 
to give to the most incredible woman in the world... you.” 


| feel like I’m about to fall off Daisy. 


“Will you wear this with pride? Will you wear this so the 
whole world knows your mine? Will you marry me?” 


| open my mouth to say that one three-letter word, but 
before it’s even out of my mouth he’s sliding the ring on my 


finger. 
The crowd cheers. 
“Did she say yes?” the reporter asks. 


“She doesn’t have to say yes. She’s always been mine,” 
Maverick snarls. 


“Yes!” | yell to make the moment complete and the crowd 
absolutely goes bonkers. 


| slide my leg over and slide off Daisy and into Maverick’s 
arms. 


He holds me as if I’m as light as a feather, pulling me in fora 
long kiss before he sits me on top of his horse and quickly 
jumps on himself. 


“What are you doing?” 


“What every cowboy always dreams of, but | get to live it. 
I’m riding off into the sunset with my woman.” 


“Yours,” | Say. 


Maverick looks at Hank who tips his hat once to me and then 
to Maverick before reaching out for Daisy’s reins letting us 
know he'll get her to a stall safe and sound. 


And safe and sound is where I'll always be as long as 
Maverick’s at my side, which is exactly where he’s going to 
be from now on. 


“Yah!” Maverick says and we take off into a gallop, out of the 
ring and through the tunnel and into the streets of Calgary. 


Where we'll go | don’t know exactly, but | am crystal clear 
when it comes to knowing where this road will take us. 


A life together, of love, happiness, children and into the 
sunset... forever. 


With my brother’s Canadian cowboy friend... but not 
anymore. Now, he’s mine. Mine all mine. 


EPILOGUE 


Harmony 
One month later 


| admire the mountain view as | squeeze the fresh maple 
syrup over my morning pancakes. 


The eight-hour drive from Calgary to Nelson, here in Western 
Canada was more than worth it. The town is a haven for 
artists, writers and musicians...and soon to be a cowgirl and 
cowboy if Maverick is feeling the way | am about it. 


“What’s the plan for today?” | ask. 


“Take a dip in Kootenay Lake and then go look at a few 
Victorian-era homes.” 


“Huh?” The bite of pancakes, which was half way up to my 
mouth, stalls. 


“Girl, you know we're on the same wavelength. Do you 
think | brought you here just to celebrate our engagement, 
ravish you from head to toe, and just enjoy every single 
second of this time, and the rest of our lives with you?” 


| smile. 


“Yeah, I’m absolutely going to do those things but how about 
we find out a way to do it here, in paradise, forever.” 


“What about Hank and Suzy?” Suzy is finally back in Sweet 
Grass and my brother is a lot more relaxed and level-headed 
again. Thank god. 

“What about them? We’re living for us.” 

“| know, but we’re going to need someone to babysit.” 
“We'll worry about that when it happens.” 


“Well... it’s time to start worrying then.” 


Maverick’s entire being freezes. | swear he even stops 
breathing. 


“You...mean...” 
| nod. 


He jumps up from the table so fast his knee catches the 
bottom with a loud thud. What would probably shatter my 
kneecap is not even so much as a distraction for him. 


The table falls on its side, the maple syrup spilling 
everywhere, but Maverick is in no rush to pick itup. Asa 
matter of fact the only thing he seems interested in picking 
up, iS me. 


He lifts me in the air, spinning me around before releasing 
me, only to scoop me up just as | start to fall. 


“| would say you always catch me when | fall, but you never 
even let me fall.” 


“My angel doesn’t fall. She belongs up in the clouds... 
always.” 


Almost as quickly as | can | stiffen my neck and bring my 
face up to meet his, his lips crashing down on mine. 


After a long embrace a few waiters come by and simply 
clean up the mess with no fuss, smiling the whole time. 


“Sorry about the mess,” Maverick says. “I'll reimburse you 
for whatever we broke and of course give you extra for the 
hassle. | Know maple syrup isn’t a fun thing to clean.” 


“It’s no problem, really. Not to eavesdrop, but | overheard 
what you two were saying.” One of the waiters says. 


“Oh,” | say. | was lost in the moment with Maverick, but now 
| kind of feel like my privacy has been violated. And 
knowing Maverick, and I absolutely do, I’m ready for him to 
rip into this waiter for trying to listen in on our conversation. 


But just as quickly as Maverick’s face bunches together and 
his now grinding teeth are exposed, the guy immediately 
adds a bit more dialog...which may mean the difference 
between him walking away from our table or being thrown. 


“| don’t mean to interrupt it’s just that my wife just called 
and told me she’s pregnant too. We've been trying for two 
years and to hear those words...| can’t explain. It’s like my 
hearing is Supersonic right now, the air smells fresher, the 
sun is brighter...everything great is somehow better.” 


“| know the feeling exactly, brother.” Maverick extends his 
hand, holding me in just one. How in the world is this man 
so strong? | guess it’s just another reason why my love for 
him is equally as strong. 


“Congratulations,” he nods to me and then leaves to go grab 
a mop bucket. 


“Looks like we made a mess,” | Say. 

“And we're going to make another one in the bedroom right 
now, in celebration of the other thing we made...life, our first 
child, the bond I’ve always wanted with you and now | will 
have it... we'll have it.” 


“Yes we will.” Maverick kisses me hard and then pulls back, 
just staring into my eyes. 


“But why are we going to make a mess in the bedroom. | 
don’t get it?” 


“I Know how much you like maple syrup, but now it’s time to 
show you just how much | like it.” 


“Come again?” | squint. 

“I’m going to cover that creamy, olive skin of yours in it and 
lick off every last drop until the sun sets over that mountain 
ridge.” 

“| thought we already rode off into the sunset a month ago.” 
“Beautiful, that’s not a one time thing. When it comes to 
you I’m going to spoil you with so many sweet things you'll 
think that maple syrup is made out of gasoline.” 


“What?” | burst out laughing. 


“I'm just saying if you think that’s sweet, you haven’t seen 
nuthin’ yet.” 


“Well, are you gonna keep talking about it or do something 
about it?” 


“Charge it to our room, but please respect the do not disturb 
sign,” Maverick says to the waiter who’s now back at our 
table. 

He just smiles. “Yes, sir.” 

“Mav,” | say, slapping him. 


“| want to make sure the whole world knows you're mine.” 


“He probably saw the footage from the Stampede. The 
YouTube clip did go viral.” 


“And you bring out the virility in me...every second of every 
day.” 


He tosses me over his shoulder like a caveman, bypassing 
the elevator and heading straight for the stairs. 


“Mav, we’re in the penthouse suite. You sure you don’t want 
to take the elevator.” 


“The only thing I’m taking is every part of you.” 

“Deal, but you don’t have to take it because it was always 
yours and I’m always going to give it to you...and that starts 
with my heart.” 

“Mine,” he growls into my skin. 

“Yours,” | say before slapping him on the backside. “Now 


hurry up. Your soon to be baby mama’s need is off the 
charts.” 


Mav takes the steps two at a time and | burst out laughing, 
but secretly something inside me thinks this just might be 
twins. 

| don’t know if it’s irony, I’m crazy, or what. 


But | do know I’m crazy for him... always and forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Maverick 
Ten years later 


“He likes it when you brush him like this,” | say, showing my 
twins Butch and Buffalo how to stroke their horse, Sparky. 


| tried to tell them Sparky was a name for a dog, not a horse, 
but they insisted. And not only that they replied that 
Buffalo and Butch are names for bank robbers and hippies, 
and | didn’t much have a comeback for that. 


| guess living in Nelson has turned me into a bit of a hippie. 
Our family is outside constantly. Doesn’t matter if it’s well 
below freezing or one of those rare instances where you can 
boil an egg on the street. 


If it involves nature, we're doing it. 


It if involves animal welfare, we’re standing up for it and 
protecting it. 


And if it involves family, we’re in it one hundred percent, 
always and forever. 


Harmony steps into the barn in her flowing summer dress. 
My cock hardens immediately at the sight of her, as it 
always does. Doesn’t matter if it was that first day | saw her, 
the first moment of any morning, or the last moment of any 


night. The woman gets me. If | look at her too long | can’t 
speak, | can’t think, | can’t anything... but her. 


And by too long | mean anything more than a couple 
seconds. Those eyes are mesmerizing, at least to me they 
are. 


“Dallas and Dakota wanted to come out and say hi before | 
put them down for a nap.” 


Butch and Buffalo go running to their mother, taking their 
twin baby sisters from her arms. “Thank you, boys.” 


| love it when my little men act like gentlemen, especially 
when it frees up their mama’s hands so she can wrap her 
arms around me while I do the same... which is exactly what 
happens. 

The boys carefully bring their sisters to Sparky, putting them 
just to his side in a position where even if he gets spooked 
for some strange reason, their sisters will be safe. Damn, I’m 
so proud of my little guys, and my baby girls too. 

“Did I ever tell you how much I love you?” 

“| feel like every minute of every day,” Harmony says. 


“Only once a minute? I’m sorry, baby. | didn’t know | was 
Slacking.” 


“You better try to do better, Mavy,” she teases, tapping me 
on the nose. 


“| love you. | love you. | love you.” 


“You know what | love?” she asks. 


“Us,” we say simultaneously before immediately laughing 
together. She buries her head in my chest and my hands 

find her hips, moving her slightly so our children don’t see 
my very noticeable need for her. 


“Oh. Hey there!” she jokes, pushing her hips forward to 
acknowledge my throbbing desire for her. 


“Anybody ever have three sets of twins in the history of 
mankind?” | ask. 


“| wouldn’t Know because | only pay attention to one man in 
this world... mine.” 


“Yours.” 

| pull her in tight and kiss her even harder. 

“Always and forever,” | whisper into her ear. 

“Yes,” she whimpers. 

“Because that’s exactly how long l'Il love you. Always.” 
She spins in my arms, placing her back against my chest as 
we watch our four children take turns running a comb over 
their beautiful horse. 

My wife in my arms. My kids and one of our horses in sight. 


Could life get any better? 


Nah...not a chance. 


| feel like a bank robber from the Wild West, but the 
difference is this cowboy got all the treasures in one...and 
lived to tell about it, and do I ever love to brag about what’s 


mine. 


Them. My family. My loves. My everything. 
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